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To Her GRACE 


THE 


Dutcheſs of Monta Nu. 


MADAM, 
HIS Tr '9 which I do V 
ſelf the Hofe to dedica = 
Your GRACE, is formed upon 
n Original, which paſſes for the moſt 
iniſhed Piece in this kind of Writing 
hat has ever been produced in the 
euch Language. The principal Acti- 
n and main Diſtreſs of the Play is of 
ch a Nature, as ſeems more imme 
ately to claim the Patronage of a 
A 3 Lady: 
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DEDICAT-ION .. 
ady* And, when ]-confider the grey 
and ſhining Characters of Antiquiy 
that are celebrated in. ity I ampnaturih 
dtrected to inſcribe it to a Perſon who 
Illuſtrious Father has, by a long Seri 
olf glorious Actions, (for the Service q 
his Coun 


= and in Defence of 
Liberties of Europe) not only. fungal 
the Generals of his own Time, but 
* equalled the greateſt Heroes of forme 
Ages. The Name of Hector, coul 
. not be more terrible to the Greet 
4 than that of the Dukè of Marhoug 
rs been to the French. 
The refined Taſte You arc Kuhn 
o have in all Entertaihmerits for 6 the 
Diverſion of the Publik, and the 
culiar Life and Ornament Your 
j fence gives to all Aﬀemmblics, ung 
E ſmall Motive to determine me in th 
oh Choice of my Patroneſs: The Chart 
2a that Thine out in the Perſon of Yor 
. Gracy' may convince every os 
3 t 
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22 
here 1s ; nothingunnatural i inthe Power 


which is aſeri 0 to the 28 * 


dromache. # 

The ſtrict Revank I have had - De- 
cency and good Manners throughout 
this Work 1s, the greateſt Merit I pre- 
tend to plead i in Favour of my Pre- 9 
umption; and is, I. am ſenſible, tze 
only Argument that can recommend SY 
t moſt cifectually: to Your Protection. 


lam with the greateſt ** | v 
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Tour gen, . url, 1 
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che other ſwellingy forced, and N An in een. 


write this T 


ture. I have had the Advantage to Copy after a very 


been able to keep up to the Beauties of Monſicu & 


out The Scene, the Action, and he four principal Acton 
in this Tragedy, together with their diſtinct Characten 


* | N | 
*. L lte Works * Genius and Invention, . 
in Verſe or Profe, there are in general but two May, 
ners of Style the one ſimple, natural and cafe, 


AfeQtation- of Sublimir is what has betrayc 
many Authors into the farcer z. not. conſidering that tei 
Greatneſs in Writing, as well as in Manners, conſiſts i 
an unaffected Simpl: The true Sublime docs not lie 
in ſtrained Metaphors ad the Pomp of Words; but riſe 
out of noble Sentiments and ſtrong Images of Natur; 
which will always appear the more conſpicuous, when * 
Language does not ſwell ta hide and overſhado w then 
Theſe are the Conſiderations; that have induced meto 
in a Style ch different from what hy 
been uſually practiſed sin Poems of this Ne 


great Maſter, whoſe Writings are deſervedly admired i 
all Parts of Europe, and whoſe 1 are too vd 
known to the Men of Letters in this Nation, to ſtand i 
need of any farther Diſcovery of em. here. If Thu: 


Ruine in my Attempt, and to do him no Prejudice inthe 
Liberties I have taken frequently to vary from fo great: 
Poet, I ſhall have no Reaſon to be: diſſatisfied with the Ls 
D the compleateſt of his Wars 
upon the Engliſh | 

I ſhall trouble my Reader no farther, than to give bu 
ſome, ſhort Hinty ee ro to this Play from the Prefuce d 
this French Auth The following Lines of Pigs matk 
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excepting that of Hermione, whoſe Rage and Jeabufe 1 
ſufficiently painted out in the Andromache of Zurpids 


Littor piri legimus, portuque ſubimius | 
ns & ceiſan Bal, 8 e 
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" Follemmes tum forte dapes, & triſtia dona 
Libabat cineri Andromache, Maneſque vocabat. 
Hecloreum ad tumulum, viridi quem ceſpite inanem, 
Et geminas, cauſum lachrymis, ſacraverat Aras 
Dejecit vultum, & demiſſi uoce eeuta oft : 
O Felix una ante alias Friameia Virgo, ũ © 
Hoſtilem ad tumulum, Troje ſub menibus altis "2 
Juſſa mori] que ſortitus non pertulit ullas, *. 
Nec viftoris Heri tetigit captiva cubile. h bl 
Nos Patria incensa, diverſa per æquora vette, 
Hirpis Achilles faſtus, Fuvenemque ſuperbum = 
S-rvitio enixæ tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus © 
Ledæam Hermionem,  Latedemonioſque hymen 408 
Aft illum ereptæ magno inſſammatus amore 
Conjugis, & ſcelerum furits agitatus Oreſtes 
Excipit incautum putriaſq ue obtruncat ad Aras. 
„ ee ES, Virg. En. lib. 3. 
Ihe great Concern of Audromache in the Greek Poet, 
is ſor the Life of Moloſſus, a Son ſhe had by Pyrrhus. But 5 
it is more conformable to the general Notion we form of 
that Princeſs, at this great Diſtance of Time, to repreſent 
her as the Diſconſolate Widaw of Hector, and to ſuppoſe 
her the Mother only of Afyanax. . Conſidered in this 
Light, no doubt, ſhe moves our Compaſſion much more 
effectually, than ſhe could be imagined to do in any Diſtreſs 
for a $0n by a Second Hugband. cc. 2 
In Order to bring about this beautiful Incident, ſo ne- 
ceſſary to heighten in Auuromache the Character of a 
tender Mother, an affectionate Wife, and a Widow full cf 
Veneration for the Memory of her deceaſed Husband ; the 
Life of Aſyanax is in a little prolonged beyond the 
Term fixed to it by the al Conſent of the Ancient 
Authours, But ſo long as there ig nothing improbable in 
the Suppoſition, a. judicious Critick will always be pleaſed, 
when he finds a Matter of Fact (eſpecially fo far removed 
into the dark and fabulous Ages) falſiſied, for the Embel- 
iſtment of a whole Poem. b 5 
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: Wilton by Mr. STEELE. 


Spoken by Mr. WIEKS. 


UNCE Fancy of it ſelf ir looſe and vein, 

' They think thoſe Writers mad, who at their Eaſe 
Comvey this Houſe and Audience where ele 0 

Who Nature's ftated Diflattces confummd, 

And make this Spot — Saw goes round: 

\ 'Tis nothing, when u fanty'd Scene's in view, 

To skip from Coyent-Garden to Peru. 

But Shakefpcar's/ſolf trenſgre/ſs'd; and ſball each BY, ; 
Each Pigm Genius, quote Great Shakeſpear's /e/f! 
What Criticł daret preſcribe what's juſt and fir, 

Or mark owt Limifs for fuoh boundleſs Wit ! 
Shakeſpear could fravel ro” Earth, Sen md A. 
And paint out all the Powers and Winders there. 

V barren Deſarts he makes Nature ſmile, 

Aud gives ns Feaſts in dis Enchanted Ile... 

Our Author does bis feeble Force confeſs, 
Nur dares preremd fuch Merit to trunſprefs ;- 
Does not ſuch ſhining Gifts of Genius Hare, 4 
And therefore makes Propriety his Care: © 
Tour Treat with findy d Decency he ſerves; 
Not only Rules of Time . Place preſerves, 
But ſtrives to keep his Characters imtire, 

With French Kg and with Brix * 


f 


PROLOGUE. 


This Prere preſanced » 1 Foregns Tongue, 
Men France wu Gibrionty and hor Nun — 
A hundred times a crowded Audience drew, 

A hundred times repeated, Hill *twas new. 

pyrrhus provoł d, to no wild Rants 8 
Reſents his generous Love fo ill pay d; X 
Does like à Mau reſent, 4 Prince raid. 

His Sentiments confeſs a Royal Alad, - . :- 
Nor is he known a King from Guards. behind. 

Injur'd Hermione demands Neis, 
but not from heavy Nanrvatiues of Gireef: 

In conſtious Ma jeſty her Pride ts ſhecon ; ; 
Born to avenge her Wrongs, but not bemoay. 

Andromache If in our Author's Law, 

4s in the great Original, fhe ſhines, 


Nothing but from Barbarity ſhe fears. . 
ditend with Silence; ic applaud with Tears. 
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 Dramatis Perſona | 


Sx" mY n AN eln ** | 


2 The Son of wo 1 King © . 

Fyirus, in Love with Andremache, but Mr. Booth, 
betroth'd to Hermione. 

| Phawix, Counſellor: to Pyrrhas. - | 2M wad 


Oreſtes, the Son of Agamenmon, ST, 15 
Powell. 


from the Greeks e in Love wit 
Hermione. 


Pylades, Friend to Gehen, Kere ſepa panited 75 . 
him in a Storm, drjv ven on the 80 Me. Milk, © 


4 


irus, and det by Cy” Yin i 
< Court of n I 
. 'Ww 0 M E N. 

5 * Hackers Widew, — Mt 0¹ jou 

Pyrrbut, and Mother to Afyanax. Ts. 
pla Conſidante to Andromache. Ire Knight 
Hermione, er to to Menelaus and Hem Mrs. Þ 

betrothed to Pyrrbus. ml 
Cleone, Confidante to Hermione. Mlrs. C 


Tt "Arrendants to Pyrrhus «nd Oreſtes, Gb. 


The SCENE. a great Hall in the Court of Pyrths 
=_ — the pn. City of Epirus, 
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| Pylades | What's Life without a Friend 3 
ve eee oomy phe all <<? 
1 r Ms 

an Abſence of fix tedions Ts 

How could I hope to find my Pylades "I „ 
My Joy, my Comfort! on this fatal Shore ? © WT 
Even in the Court of Pyrrhus ? in theſe — e 
Theſe hated Realms, ſo croſs to all my Wiſhes. _- IE: > 
| Oh, my brave Friend! may no blind Stroke of Fate „ 
Diyide us more, and tear me from my fc. 
Pl. OPrince! O, my Oreſtes! O, bony — IÞ. pz 23 
En peak the . 
nce [ have gain d this 2 8 
Bleſt be 5815 . 
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I se rely 


5 live or dye, as ſhe decrees my Fate. 


Thou kndw It, I never hid my Paſſion from thee : 


And when at laſt the ys. King, her -engul 
ak P Great Menelaut, gav way his Da ugarers * 
His lovely D: We, 122 | 
TheAvenger ou ſaw N my Grieß, 


- th your behalf. Often, wit 
"ms The fatal Hls, in whichi yourjLifes inyoly'd , 
An 

I feat d, to 
3 prey d n 


oh Der Mother: 


. warring Winds (Byirus ſull in Ky W 
«+ Sunder'd our Barks an the loud, form 


n full.of Horror | A 
Pl. A-Thouſand- wading Cares have rack'd my Soul 
Tears, I mourn'd { 


grudg'd you Dangers, Which I could not ſhare. 
t ok, the black Deſpair, 


ch Php coy hr WE Party's you |; 
Fe,” and reed Ih you t 


2 left 


ed ray 
2 now wi Joy I .ſce you ! —— The Retinue 


.And numerous ovens, that ſurround you hero, , . g 


Lafe. 7 
. Als ! toy Friend,” who kndws © | 
The to which I ftand.reſery'd! 
I come in ſearch of an inhumaf Fair; wv 


PyL.Y ou muchſurptizeme, Prince! —I thought yonerd 
Of your unpity'd, Wo ucceſsful Pafhon. | 


| Hermione kl el, thn baud yoo 7 Il AY 
ILY and the did 1 


treated all your coriſtant Suff ring 
our oy: and aſſur d e — A 
Jour e and ows; ho” 
You I you talk'd of her no more. 
Prince you dreciv'd =p 8 
I decriv'd 1 
Do not upbraid the 


ke YE 8 38 thee. 
Thou ſawſt it in its Birth, and in its Progreſs. 


Torture, my Deſpaie; mall kinks I _ ; "3 
jy Tru, my Der nd how Td 7 "I 
O, Pylades D ee ee ee | 
1 preſt ich Sarrows not thy -C e . 5, 
Still wandring with me, like a baniſh'd Man; 5 
Watchful, and 2 for thy vretched Friend. | 
To temper the wild Tranſports of my nds, | 
And fave me from my felf.- - 
Pyl. Why thus 3 
Why will you envy' ma the 
Of generous Love and hizi og Fan N 
Ore. Thou Miracle bf Truth! — But hear me on. 
When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrous Fate, 
I thought, how the Hermians, F 
Deaf to my Vows, reps dels of my Paints, Ni ö eh 
Gave up her (elf, in 3 


Tas 


Thou may ſt remeraber Þ abhorrd 2 er Name, 
Strove to forget her, and. repay Pg ht 
made my Friends, and yeh, m ay 4 55 . die., 42 
My Soul was AT Alas! I. e 
That all the Malies of my Her was Love, - 
Triumphing thus; anch yet a Captive filth” - 
In Greece I landed ** And in Greece T found? NE 
The aſſembled Prinees all alarm'd with Fears, * 
In which their common "Safery feem'd eee 
join d them: For T hyped that War and Glory 
Might fill my Mind, and take up all my , 8 2 
And, that my ſhatter Soul, impair'd with Grief, 3 F 1 
Once more would reaſſume its ä 1 f 
And ev'ry idle Paſſion quit ny Brea r 
Pyl. The Tho N e hy gamemmom s 0 X 
Oreſ. But ſee Perverſeneſs of my Stats, 
Which throws me on the Rock I trove to ſlur! 
The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Gres, 
With one united Voice, complain of orrhus 
That now, forgetful of the Promiſe given, 7 14 | 
And mindlefs of his Godlike Father's Fate 


B : | Apes 


8 


e 


The Difreſt m , 5 

erke 

V ive a Looſe to Loves I ©. hy 

Pll E her from his Arms; I'l——Q, ye. Gods! We” 

ive me Hermione z. or let me dic /- 2 

But, tell me, Pyladet; how ſtand; my Hopes? 

s Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with. ber harms? TEAS 

Dr do'ſt thou think, hel] yield me up the Prize, 

The dear, dear Prize, which he has raviſh'd from me 

oe dyed go roll navy ſo far. 

The King, in to t tan rinceſs 
Salt bi Paſſion to Andromache, er 

2 afflicted Widow. But in a Win | 

With inter- woven Love and be ſues 

W he charming C . obſtinacely- cruel. 

it he alarms her for her Child, confin'd 

part; and, when her Tears begin to flow, - 

$ ſoon he ſtops them, and INS Tens. | 

[mine a thouſand times has ſeen - Ec | 

lis ill-requited Vows return to her tft 

ad takes his Indi all for-Love. 

bat can be 'd from a:Man ſo various? 

© may, in the Diſorder" of his Soul, 

ſed her, he — and puniſh her, he hives. ; 

Org. But, tell — how the wreng'd Hermione - 

cooks her [low Nuptials, and dihondout d ae? = 

yl. Hermione would fain be th to ſcoen 

er vavering Lover, and diſdain his Falhood, . 

t, ſpight of all her Pride, and conſeicus Beauty, | 

e mourns in Secret her neglected Charms, 


ul threatens ta be gonez yet {hill he 4 
dd ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Or 9 22 
Oreß. Ah, were thoſe Wiſhes fromber Heart, m Friend. 
tj in Tranſport . — [ Flonriſl uit lin. 
Py, Hear! ——The King Sppeceches: - ne 
n e Babe, 5 

4 2 TY: Without IT 


* 


d oft has made me privy d ber Tes? 5 9 


Without Reſerve: : Urge the Demands of Greece ; 
And in the Name of all her Kings require, 


That Hector's Son be given into your Hands. 
Pyrrbus, inſtead of granting what they ask, 


Will make it e 


Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to fe. 
Himſelf in all his e at her Feet. 


5 Oreſt. Before 1 ſpeak tho Mef + of che Greets, | Y 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the Title | 1 
Of their Ambaſſadory fince } behold 15.4% 


Nor does the Son riſe Port of ſuck a Father: 
But, n Father never weuld have done, | 
fn And, by am timed Pi „Keep alive 


The 


Who knows what he 


Wick — 


| n * your | (cl, 
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2 0% Abrbe⸗ 


To ſpeed his Love, ànd win the Troy, 5 


But, ſee; he comes? © © 
Oreſt. Mean white, my Priages, 


Her Lover, who is come thus far, tothios 


— 1 


8 R N 


Troy's Vanquiſher, and Great: Abel Son. 1 I 


If Hector fell by him, Dy fill by you. 
You do, Yow cheriſh che Remains of Trey; 


The dying Embers of a cn-ycars War. 
Have ſoon forgot the mighty Hefor ? 
ceks remember his Alas * 
That fill'd their States wic tee and wich a8 
For which they eall for Vengeance on his Son. 1 
one prove? Who know 
But he may brave us in our Ports; and, fill'd '-/ 
7 - * Fleets on blare? 
ou may, your to repent your Mercy 
Comply, then, with the Grecians A Demands:: 


y. The Greeks art for my Safety more concern d i 

Than I delice. I thonght your Kings were met 
On mote Important Councils, When I heard 

he Name of their Ambaſſadve, I hoped 
Some glorious Enterprize 'was kink Birth, 
Is Agamemnon's Son diſpatch'd for E 
And do the Grerian Chiefs, renown'd in War, 3 
A Race of Heroes, Join in cloſe Debate. 
o plot an Infant's Death? —Whar Rjght has Greere 
o ask his Life? Muft I, maſt I alone, 
Of all her ſcepter d Wartiors, be deny'd e 
o treat my Captive as I pleaſe? Know, Prince, 
hen Troy lay ſmoaking on the Ground, and cach 
proud Victor ſhated the Harveſt of the War; 
Indromache and this her Son were mine; 
Were mine by Lot: And who ſhall wreft them from me? 


Mes bore away old Priam's Queen , * 

. was your own great Father's Prize: 

dd 1 concern my ſelf in what they won? a 

did I ſend Embaſſies to claim their Cap tives? 
Ore/7. But, Sit, we feat, for you ang for our ſelves, 

t may again reyive, and a new Hector 

Uſe in Aſftranax.  Thenthink betimes EY 

Hor. Let daftard Souls be timoroufly wiſe : - 

ut tel! them, Pyrrbur knows not how to form 
a-lancy'd Ills, and Dangets ont of fight, i 
Ore/t. Sir, call to mind the untivall Strength of Tray; 

er Walls, her Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſs; 

er Kings, her Heroes, and. embarteFd. Armies! + 
Pyr, I call them all to mind; aud fee chem al! 

onfus d in Duſt, all mixt in ene wide Run; 

|| but a Child, and he in Bondage held. W 

"har Vengeance can we feat from ſuch a Troy? 
they have ſworn to extinguiſh” HeFor's Race, 

Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deferr'd > 

Why was he not in Pridm's Boſom lain? 5 

© ſhould have fallen among the Naughter'd Heaps, 

Whelm'd 
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And Horrours of the 8 
And hurry'd us through 


My Wrath appeas'd, muſt I be cruel till? 
And, deaf to all the tender Calls of Pity, 


An Infant's Blood? No, Frince—Go, bid rhe Ore 
Mark out ſome other Victim; my Revenge 


The Mother ea her der Son. 
- The Greek: 


The Father draws their * 
| Has drench'd his Sword: The Father, whom the Gr 


And in Fpirus 
_ Twas thus they recompens'd my God. like Sire; | 
Thus was Achilles cbank d: But, Prince, remember, 

Their black Ingratitude then coſt them dear 


an Th, * 7 l . 
4 a © 


the - Difirep Mother. 


d under Trey. His Death had then been jut | 
and , alike in vain, *' 

Weakneſs; when the bear of Conquly'Þ 
z'd all our Rage, 

* of Death. 

was without Bounds: But now, 


J" 


When A 


My Fury t 


Like a cool Murderer, bath my Hands in Blood? 


Has had its Fill. What has eſcaped from Troy 
Shall not be ſaved to iſh in Epirus. 
Or. I need not tell you, Sir, Aſtyanax 
Was doom'd to Death in Troy; nor how 


do now but u e mer Sentence. 
Boy, but — purſue, 


on the Son: 
The Father, who ſo oft in Grecian Blood 


Nor is't the Boy 


ſeek even here Prevent them, Sir, in time. 
yr. No! Let them come; ſince I was born to wage”! 
4 4 Wars. Let them now turn their Arms 2 
On him, who conquer'd for them: Let them come, 
ſeck another Troy. 


Oreft. Shall Greece then find a Rebel Son MY 
Pyr. Hare I then conquer'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreft. Hermione will ſway your Soul to Pcace, 

And mediate twixt her Father and your ſclf: 
Her Beauty will enforce my Ewbattic. 
Pyr. Hermione may have her Charms; and 
May love her ſtill, tho* not her Father's Slave. 
1 ay. in time give. Proofs, that] am a Lover, 


But never muſt forget, that Tam a King. 
Mean while, Sir, you may ſee fair Helen's Daughter: 

I know how near in Blood you ſtand ally'd. 

That done, you have my Anſwer, Prince. The Greeks 


No doubt expect your quick Return. | 


SCENE III.. 


Pyrrhus and Phcanix, 
Phn. Sir, do you fend your Rival to the Princeſs? 
Pyr. | am told, that he has lowv'd her long. 
Phæn. If fo, i 3 
Have you not cauſe to fear the ſmother'd Flame 
May kindle at her Sight, and blaze anew > 
And ſhe be wrought to liften to his Paſſion? | = 
yr, Ab, let them, Phexixy let them love their Fill! 
Let them go hence; let them depart together z 
Together let them fail for Sparta: All my Ports 
Are open to them both. From what Conftraint, 
What irkſome Thoughts ſhould I be then reliev d! 
Pben. But, Sir: hs op, 5 
Pyr. ſhall-another time, good Phenix, 
Unboſom to thee all my 'Thoughts.-F or, ſee, | 
Andromache appears. 4 


SCENE Iv. 


| Pyrrhus, Andromache and Cephiſa. 

Pyr. May I, Madam, N 52 : wn We) 0 
Flatter my Hopes ſo far, as to believe c 
You come to ſeek me herei˖’ 

Andr. This way, Sir, leads 4. SE 
To thoſe Apartments, where you guard my Son; %. 
Since you permit me, once a Day, to vifſit 
All I have left of Flector, and of Troy 8 1 0 
80 to weep a few ſad Moments with r 
have not yet, to Day, embraced my Child 
L have not held him in my widow'd' Arms © 

r 


Pur Ab, Madam! ſhbult the Threats of Gen 


- r Wen DDr ern 
* 4 * » " 
> 
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wy 
You'll have Occafion for your Tears, indeed ! bang 
Andr. Alas! what Threats? What can alarm the Gerti 
There are no Trojaus leſt ! 
Pyr. Their Hate to Hector 
Can never die: The Terrour of his Name 
Still ſhakes their Souls z and makes them dread his Son. 
Andr. A mighty Honour for victorious Greece 
To fear an Infant; a poor, friend leſs Child! 
Who ſmiles in Bondage; nor yet knows himſelf 
The Son of Hector, and the Slave of Pyrrbus, 
Dyr. Weak as lie is, the Greets demand his Life, 
And ſend no lefs than Agammmons Son, 
D * 1 | 
* „ Sir, you comp | 
With ſuch Demands ! This Blow is aim'd at me: 
How ſhould the Child avenge bis flaughter'd Sire? 
But, cruel Ment 3 not have him live 
To chear my heavy Heart, and eaſe my Bonds. 
I isd to my ſelf in him a Son. 
In him a F rien, Bludbawd,. and a Father. 
But I muſt fuſfer. Sorrow heap d on Sorrow ; | 
And till the fatal Stroke muſt come from you. | 
Pyr. Dry up thoſe Tears: I muſt not ſee you weep: 
And know, I have · rejected their Demands. | 
The Greeks already threaten me with War: 
But, ſhould they arm, 4s once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatict with their Fleets; 
Should they 2 afecond ten Years Siege, 
And lay my Towers and Palaces in Duſt: 
I am determin d to defend your on; 
And rather die my felf, thin give him vp; 
\ But, Madam, in the midſt of all thefe Dangers, 
Will you refuſe me à propitious Smile ? 
Hated of Grete, and preſt on every ſide, 
Let me not, Madam, While I fight your Cauſe, 
Let me not coifib4t with your'Creelties; 
And count Andromache atongit my Foes. 


, 


- —— 3 * 


The Diftreft Mothar, 11 
Andr. Conſider, Sir, how this will ſound in Greece ! © 
How can ſo great a Soul betray ſuch Weakneſs? 

Let not Men ſay, ſo generous a Deſign 2 

Was but the Tranſport of a Heart in Love. 
Pyr. Your Charms will juſtifie me to the World. 
Andr. How can Ardromache, a Captive Queen, 
Oer-whelm dd with Grief, a Burden to her ſelf; 

Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! what Charms 
Have theſe unhappy Eyes, by you condemn'd 

To weep for ever? Talk of it no more. 

To reverence the Misfortunes of 2 Foe; . 

To ſuccour the Diſtreſt; to give the Son 

To an afflicted Mother ; w repe!l! l 
Confederate Nations, leagued againſt his Life ; 

Unbribed by Love, unterrify'd by Threats, 

To pity, to protect him: I eſe are Cares, 

Theſe are Exploits worthy Achilles Son. 

Pyr, Will your Reſentments, then, endure for ever? 
Muft Pyrrbus never be forgiven?——Tis true, | 
My Sword has often reck d in Phrygian Blood, 

\nd carry d Havock through your Royal Kindred - 


Bat you, fair Princeſs, ; mply have avenged 2 

Old Priam's vanquiſh d Houle; And all the Woes, 

I brought vn them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 
e both have ſuffer'd in our Turns: And now 

Uur common Foes ſhould teach us to unite. 6h 
Anar. Where does the ( 115 not behold a Foe > 

Pr, Forget that Term of Hatred; and behold 

Friend in Pyrrhus ! Give me but to hope, 

TI free your Son; I'll be a Father to him: 

My {cf will teach him to avenge the T; roj aus. 

11 * „ As the 70 8 

Both tor your Wrongs and mine. Inſpired by you: 
hat would I nat atcieve? Again wall 770 FE 

Kiſe from its Aſhes: This right Arm ſhall fix 
er deat of Empire and your'Son ſhall reign. 
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A Husband b your Conqueſts: Such a Husband! 


* „ ag# % 3 e cn me * Sr „ — 


Andr. Such Deams of Greatneſs ſuit not my Conditigy 
His Hopes of Empire periſh'd with his Father. | 
No; thou imperial City, ancient Troy, 
Thou Pride of Aſia, founded by the Gods; 
Never, oh never! muſt we hope to ſee - 
Thoſe Bulwarks rife, which Hector could not guard. 
Sir, all I wiſh for, is ſome quiet Exile; 
Where far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 
I may conceal my Son, and mourn my Husband. 
Your Love creates me Envy. Oh, return 
Return to your betroth'd Hermione. - 
Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? you know, I cangy;, 
You know my Heart is yours: My Soul hangs on you; 
Tou take up every Wiſh: My waking Thoughts, 
And nightly Dreams are all employ'd on you. 
*Tis true, Hermione was ſent. to ſnare 
My Throne and Bed; and would with Tranſport her 
The Vows, which you neglect. 
Andr. She has no Troy, 
No Hector to lament: She has not loſt 


Tormenting Thought !) whoſe Death alone has made 
our Sire immortal: Pyrrbus and Achilles 4 
Are both grown great by my Calamities. 

Pyr. Madam, tis well! Tis very well! I find, 
Tour Will muſt be obey' d: Imperious Captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth 1 blot you from my Mind: 
You teach me to forget your Charms ; to hate you, 
For, know, inhuman Beauty, I have loved 
Too well to treat you with Indifference. 
Think well upon it: My diforder'd Soul 
Wavers between th Extremes of Love and Rage. 
I've been too tame! I will awake to Vengeance! 
The Son ſhall anſwer for the Mother's Scorn. 
The Greeks demand him: Nor will I endanger 


My Realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful Woman. 


- 
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The Difireſt Mother. 13 
Andr. Then he muſt die! alas, my Son muſt die! 

e bas 10 Friend, no Succour left, befides 

« Mother's Tears, and his own Innocence. 

Pyr. Go, Madam; viſit this unhappy Son. 

The Sight, of him may bend your ſtubborn Heart, 

Ind turn to Softneſs your unjuſt Diſdain. 

ſhall once more expect your Anſwer. Go; 

nd think, while you embrace the Captive Boy, 

Think, that his Life depends on your Reſolyves. 


SCENE V. 


Andromache and Cephiſa. 


Aude. 1! go; and, in the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
Weep der my Child If he muſt dye, my Life . 
; wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. | 2 
is for his ſake, that I haye ſuffers Life; C 

roan'd in Captivity ; and out-liv'd Hector. 
es, my Aſtyanax; we'll go together! 

ogether to the Realms of Night we'll go! 
here to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sire III ſhow, 
nd point him out among the Shades below. 


1 — In TT . 


14 The Dijreft Mother, | 


"But, truſt me, were I left to my own Thoughts, 


The proud — that tyranniz'd 


I cannot bear the Though 


And breath his ardent Paſſion at your F 


ac U. SCENE 1, 


Hermione and Cleone. 


FE or: In be rul'd, Cleone: 1 will fe hin! 
I have told Pylades, that he may bring big 


Her. | 


I ſhould forbid him yet. 

C/e. And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, Madam, ſtill the fame Oreftes ? 
Oreſtes, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd? 
The Man, whoſe Sufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais d his Conſtancy and Love? 4 

Her. That Love, that Conſtancy, ſo ill requitec, 
Upbraids me to my ſelf: I hluſn to think, 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his Preſence, | 

What will be my Confuſion, when he {ces me 
Ne lected, and forſaken, like himſelf? 

| he not ſay, Is this:the ſcornful Maid; 


In Sparta's Court? And triumph'd in her Charms? 
Her Inſolence at laſt is we nad 


Cle. You wrong your 
With — Kewen cars. "He knows too well | 
Your Beauty and your Worth. Your Lover comes m 
To offer Inſults; but repeat his Vows, \ 
c 


But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's Will? 
What Orders do your Letters bring from Sparta? 

Her. His Orders are, if Pyrrhus ſtill delay 
The Nuptials, and refuſe to Sacrifice 


— 


& 


is Tron Boy; I ould with ſpeed embark, 

id with their Embaſſy return to Greece, 

( What would you more? Oreſtes comes in time 
ſave your Honour. Pyrrhus cools apace: _ 
vent his Falſhood; and forſake him firſt. 

now ycu hate him: You have told me ſo. 

Her, Hate him? My injur'd Honour bids me hate him: 
e ungrarcful Man! to whom 1 fondly gave 

Virgin Heart; the Man I loved fo dearly ; 

e Man, I doated on! Oh, my Clone! 

yy is it poſſible I ſhould not hate him? | 
1. Then give him over, Madam. Quit his Court; 

d with Orefles——  _ 

Her, No! I muſt have time | 

work up all my Rage / To meditate 

Parting, full of Horrout! My Revenge 

be but too much quicken*d by the Traitour. 

e. Do you then wait new Inſults? New Affronts? 
draw you from your Father! Then to leave you! 

his own Court to leave you, for a Captiye! 
Pyrrbus can provoke you, he has done it. 

r. Why doſt thou heighten my Diſtreſs? I fear 
ſcarch out my own Thoughts, and ſound my Heart. 
blind to what thou ſeeſt: Believe me cured: 

ter my Weakneſs, tell me I have conquer d: 

nk, that my injur'd Soul is ſet againſt him; 

| do thy beſt to make me think ſo too. 

eo, Why would you loiter here, then? 

der. Let us fly! 

us de gone! I leaye him to his Captive: 

him go kncel and ſupplicate his Slave. 

us dc gone But, what if he repent? 

at, if the perjur'd Prince again ſubmit, 

ue for Pardon? What, if he renew J 
former Vows? But, oh the faithleſs Man! 
lughts mc! drives me to Extreams! —— However, 
ay, Cleone, to perplex their Loves 


The Diftreſs Mather. 15 


— —— — e — 5 


TU 


—_—_w 
A —_— 


"7 
4 F. 


ACUMEN 257 * — 


. 
— 
= 
— — — — 7 * ” _ * — * 
— * 4 * 2% I . 
2 * — 2 o 
1 
— 
- = - 
— 


* 
* 
- 

R ” 2 F * 
— — — 
- * 2 — — - 

— 4 


2 £44 — 


* — — — * —— — _ 
— vw Wm . jm 5 
* * 7 . 


The Dipript Mother 


ks: till, by an open Breach of Contr:®, 
make him Baaefül to the Greeks, Already 
Their Vengeance have I drawn upon the Son - 
Their ſecond Embaſſy ſhall claim the Mother: 
= I I will redouble all my Griefs upon her! f 
1 Ck. Ah, Madam, whither does your Ragetranſporyg 
* Andromache, alas, is Innocent! 
A Woman plung'd in Sorrow; dead to Love: 1 
f And, when ſhe thinks of Pyrrhus, tis with Horrour © 
Her. Would I had done fo too! lle hadnoy th 
Betray'd my. eaſie Faith. But I, alas! 
Difcover'd all the Fondneſs of my. Soul ; 
I made no Secret of my Paſſion to him: 
Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere. ' | 
My Eyes, my Tongue, my Actions ſpoke my Hear 
Cle.- Well might you ſpeak, without Reſerve, to c 
En ag d to you by ſolemn Oaths and Treaties, 
er. His Ardour too was an Excuſe to mine: 
With other Eyes he ſaw me then! Cleone, 
Thou may'ſt remember, hag ee. hing conſpired 
To favour him: My Father ngs ayenged; 
The Greeks S e 3 Fleers of Trojan Spoils; | 
His mighty Sire's, his own Immortal Fame; 9 
His eager Love; All, all conſpired againſt me! 
75 | or I have. done: III think no more of Py 
$ 7 Oreſtet wants not Merit: And he loves me. 4 
We - My Gratitude, my Honour, both plead for him: 
I Aud if Ive Power oer my own Heart, tis bis. 
: ED 
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Cle. Madam, he comes 
Her. Alas! I did not think 
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3 ; 1 He was fo near! I wiſh I might not fee him! 
31 
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Her. How am I to interptet, Sir, this Viſit? 
Is it a Compliment of Form, or Love? 

Oref. Madam, you know my Weakneſs.” Tis my Fate 
To Love, unpity d: To deſire to ſee yu 
And till to ſwear'each time ſhall be the laſt, | 
My Paſſion breaks through my repeated Oaths; 

And every time I; viſit you, I am perjur'd. 

Even now, I find my Wounds all bleed afreſh : 

bluſh to own it; hut I know no Cure. 

| call the Gods to Witness, L have try'd 

Whatever Man could do, (but try'd in vain ' _ 

To wear you from my Mind. Through ſtormy Seas, 

nd ſavage Climes, in a whole Year of Abſence, - | 

| courted Dangers, and Tlong'd for Death, 

Her. Why will you, Prince, indulge this mournful Tale? 
till becomes the Ambaſſadour of Greece 
To talk of Dying, and of Love. Remember 
The Kings you repreſent : Shall their Revenge 
de diſappointed by your ill-tuned Paſſion? 
viſcharge your Embaſſy: Tis not Oreftes 

be Greeks deſire ſhould dye. 

Oreſ. My Embaſſy  _ 5 
a an End: For Pyrrhus has refuſed x 
o give up Hector's Son. Some hidden Power 
asthe or.. . 87 
Her. Faithleſs, ungrateful Man! [Alas 
0r:/. 1 now prepare for Greece. But, ere 1 go, 
ould hear my final Doom pronounc'd by you. 
hat do I fay ?--—I do already hear it! 


ly Doom is fixt: 1 read it in your Eyes: 


* 


Hr. Will you then Hill deſpay?. Be Rallfuſpicious? 
— 
'Tis 


hat have J done? * Tag have I been cruel: 


Tis true, you find me in the Court of Fyrrbus: 

But, twas my Rayal Father ſent me hither. | 

And who can tell, but I have fhared your Griefs? 
Have I ner wept in ſecret ? Never wiſh'd | 

To ſee Oreftes + 9 3 

Oreſt. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreſtes ! N 

Oh Joy! Oh Extaſie! My Soul's intraneed? 
On charming Princeſs Oh tranſcendent Maid! 
My utmoſt With!-— Thus, 83 | 

My boundleſs Thanks! never was unhappy.— 


Am I Oreftes Fﬀ———— 
Her. You are Oreftes : ; 25 

The ſame unalter'd, generous, faithful Lover; 

The Prince, whom J eſteem; whom I lament, 

And whom I fatn would teach my Heart to love! 

|  Oreft. Ay, there it ts !—T have but your Eſteem, | 

While Pyrrhus has your Heart! —— _ f 
Her. Believe me, Prince, To. 
Were you as Pyrrhur, fhould hate you 
Oreſt. No! | 
I ſhould be bleſt! I ſhould be lov'd as he is 
Let all this while T dye 7 your Diſdain; WW. 
While he negle&s your Charms, and courts another, 
Fer. And who bas told Prince, that I am negledeiꝰ 
Has Pyrrhus ſaid I ſhalf grow diſtracted ) 
Has Pyrrbus told you fo? —— Or is it you, 
Who think thus meanly of me? —— Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you. | 
Oreft. Madam, go on! 
Inſult me ſtũl: Tam ns'dto bear your Scorn. 

Her. Why am I told how Pyrrbus loves or hates? 
Let them lay waſte his Country; taze his Towns; 
Deſtroy his Fleets; his Palaces; —— Himſtlf !—— } 
Go, Prince x and teil me then how much I love hin. 
_ Orefi, To haſten his Deſtruction, come your ſelf; -} 

And work your Royal Father to, his Ruin. I 


* 


9 


Hir. Mean while he weds dndromache | 
What is't I hear? 
Her. What Infam for Greece, : 
Ir he ſhou'd wed a Phrygian, and a Captive! | 
Ore. Is this your Hatred, Madam ? +. Tis in vain 
You hide your Paſfion ; every Thing berrays it: 
Your Looks, your Speech, your Anger, nay your Silence; 
Your Love appears in All ; your ſecret Flame TE 
Breaks out the _ the more you would conceal is. 
Her. Your Jealouſie perverts my Meaning till, 
And wreſts cach Circumſtance to your Diſquiet : 
My very Hate 18 ry art 3 * Rr 
Det. Impute my Fears, if groundleſs, to my Love. 
25 Then hear me, Prince. Obedience to 7 Father 
Firſt brought me hither ;; and the ſame Obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrbus drive me hence; 
Or my effended Father ſhall recall me. : 
Tell this proud King, that Menelags ſcorns 
To match his Daughter with a Foe of Greece: 
Bid him reſign Aſyanax, or me. | 
If he perſiſts to guard the hoſtile Boy, 
Y Herm;one embarks with you for Sparta. 
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SCENE in. 


Oreſtes, alma 


Then is Oreftes bleſt 1 My Griefs are fled | 
r Methinks I tread in At! 
Arbus, enamour'd of his Captive Queen, 
Will thank me, if I take her Riyal — 25 
He looks not on the Princeſs with my Eyes 4 
Surprizing Happineſs ! unlook'd-for Joy 
* let 8 deſpair ! : Fhe Prize is mine 

© imoothy ye Sen; and, yepmipitions Wi 
Breathe from Fpirns to che 3 bod | 

. ; 
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20 The Diſtreſt Mother. 


L long to view the Sails nee cnc oh ' 


yrrhus * in a happy Hour. n 


SG 4 


SCENE W. 


Oreſtes, Pyrrhus and Phcenix, 


Pyr. 15 was in Pain to ſind you, Prince. My warm, 1 
Ungovern'd r would not let me weigh 
The Importance of your Embaſſy; and hear 
- You argue for m 9 was to blame. 
I ſince have poiſed our Reaſons : And I thank 
My good Allies: Their Care deſerves my Thanks. 
You have convinced me, that the Weal of Crecce, 
My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe 
Demand, that Hector's Race ſhould'be deſtroy's. 
I ſhall deliver up Aſftyanax z © 
And you, * Felf ſhall bear the Victim hence 
DOreſt. ou approve it, Sir, and are content 
To ſp of Ke Blood of a defenceleſs Child; 
- The * Fended Greeks, no doubt, will, be appeas d. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the Knot of our Alliance, 
I have determin d to efpouſe Hermine. | 
You come in time to grace our Nuptial Rites : 
In you the Kings of Greece will-all be preſent ; 
And you have Right to perſonate her Father, 
| As his Ambaſladour and Brother's Son. 
.' Go, Prince, renew your Vilit , tell Hermione, 1 
To- Morrow I receive her from yohr Hands. | 
Oral. Lide. r on F ne? Ohundonc Ong | f 
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Pyr. wel, Phenix! 0m I ſtill a Slave to Lore? 1 
What thinkeſt thou nom? Am I my ſelf again ? 1 4 
e.. 
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The Ditret Mother e 


Phen. Sir, This is ſomething; this diſcovers Pyrrhus ; 

Lows all the Hero: Now you are your ſelf ! 

he Son the Rival of the great Achilles 

erce will applaud you; and the World confeſs, 

hr has conquer d Troy a ſecond Time! 

Pyr. Nay, Phenix, now | -buc begin to triumph: 

never was a Conquerour till now! 

licve me, a whole Hoſt, a War of Foes | 

xy ſooner be ſubdued, than Love. O, Phenix ! © 

at Ruin have I ſnunn d? The Greeks, enraged, 

pg o'cr me, like a gathering Storm ; and Toon 

d burſt in Thunder on my Head; while | 

andon'd Duty, Empire, Honour, All, 

pleaſe a thanklefs Woman — One kind Look. 

d quite undone me! | 

Phæn. O, my Royal Maſter ! 

e Gods, in Favour to you, made her cruel, 

Pyr. Thou ſaweſt with how much Scorn ſhe treated me! 

jen | permitted her to ſee her Son. x 

ped it might have work'd her to my MINES 

ent to ſce the mournful Interview, . 5 

found her bathed in Tears, and toft | in Pafſi ion. 

d with Dittreſs, a Thouſand Times ſhe call d 

Heftor's Name: And when I ſpoke in Comfort, | 

promis d my ProteQion to her r 

kig'd the Boy z and calbd again on Hector: 

n ſtrain'd him in her Arms; and eryid, Tis he! 

he himſelf! his Eyes, his & Feature! 

ey Frown, and his ſtern Loo already! - RI 

he! 'Tis my loved Lord, whom l embrace! — 

ſhe then think, that I: preſerve the Bay": * © 

doth and keep alive her- Flame for Heir ?- 

en. No doubt, the does; and thinks youfarour'd in it. 

et her go, for an ungtateful Woman 

7 — the Thoughts of her proud, ftubbort Heart: - 

of her Charms, and inſolent in Beauty., 

bocks my Rage; and, whey? it threatens loudeſt, 
| Expect, 


5 


* . 
L 22 
=) 


She is Heffor's Widow; I Achilles 
2 e e - 


| What is t to „be ſhe 


Thou ſhalt ſee, Pheix, how TIl break ber Pride! 


/ 
8 


te Dito Mother 


Expedts, n eat TY er Of PI JR 
But we ſhall change our Parts: And ſhe ſhall find, 
I can be deaf, like her; and ſteel m Heart! 


"Phen. My Royal Maier, talk of her no more: 
I do not like this Anger, Your Hermione | 


Should now Thou Tis time to ſee 
'Tis time, you — — . . N 5 


uptial Rites; 
And ng rely upon x Rats Care: 
It may bd 
Pyr. But tell me, Tr; 
Doeſt thou not think, the ant. 1 
Will be curaged, when I ſhall wed the Princeſs ? 
Phan. Why o 
Na e Think of her no more 
Pyr. No, Phonix - have been too gentle with hai 
I have check'd my Wrath, and ſtifſed my Reſentment: 
She knows not yet to what — Joop 
Let us return —PU brave her to her Face: | 
Ell give my Anger it's free Courſe againſt her. 4 


Phen. Oh, go nat, Sir! There's Ruin in ber Bye 
You do not know pour Strength: You'll fall before bh 
Adore her Beauty, _ + em. Can olay 

Pyr. That were indeed a\moft unmanly Weakneb! | 
Thou u dolt not know me, Phænix 

Phen. Ah, my Prince! 
You {till are ſtrugling in the Toils of Love. | 

Pyr. Can ſi than then think, I love this Womn li 
One * repays my Faſſn with Diſdain! 9 
A Stranger, ue, friendleſa and ſorlorn; 
She and her darling Son within my Power; 
His Life a Forfeit to the Greeks: Yet I 
Preſerve her Son would take her to my Three 


14 ficht her Battels, and avenge her Wrongs ; 

i all * while ſhe treats me as her Foe ! 12 
Phen. Lon have it in your Power to be revenged. 
Pyr. Tes; —and I II ſhew my Power! —I Il give her Cauſe 
o hate me! her Alyanaæ ſhall die! | 
bat Tears will then be ſhed? How will ſhe then 

\ bitterneſs of Heart reproach my Name! 

hen, to her Woes, will I efpouſe 
zmione:—— Twill ſtab her to the Heart! 
Phen. Alas, you threaten, like a Lover, ſtill ! 
Pyr. Phenix, excuſe this Struggle of my Soul: 

is the laſt Effort of expiring Lose. | 
Phun. Then haften, Sir, to ſee th me Princeſs; 
nd turn the Bent of your Defires on her. 

Pyr. Oh, tis a heavy Task to conquer Love! 

xd wean the Soul from her accuſtonid Fondneſs. 
tt, come: A long Farewel to Hefor's Widow. 

is with a ſecret Pleaſure 1 look back, 

ad ſee the many Dangers I have paſs d. 


e Merchant thus, in dreadful T 1 
. 


frown by the Waves on fome unl 
t turns, and ſees, with a delighted Eye, 

- _ _ 3 broken Billows fly: 
ich while the outragious Winds the Deep deform, 
ues on the Tumult, and enjoys the Storm. 


* l + f . ww Dip Mother. 


ACT II. SCENE L 


| Pylades and Oreſtes 


Pyl. OR Heayen' ſake, Sir, compoſe your rue 
And moderate Four, Rage: | 2 
Ora. No, Pylades !* A 
Tbis is no time for Counſel.—I am deaf. of 
Talk not of Reaſon! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my Care. My Soul grows deſperits, 
III bear her off; or periſh in the Attempt. 
I 1] force her from his Arts :———— By Heaven, 150 
TP, Well, tis agreed, my Friend: :—Well forccherhay 
But ſtill conſider we arc in, Eperus: | 
The Court, che Guards, Hermione her-ſelf, 1M 
The very Air we breath, belongs to Prrrbus. © 
Good Gods what tempted you to ſeck her hete? 
Oreft. Loſt to my ſelf, I Knew mot what I did! of 
My Purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 9 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid this Woman. 1 
Pi. This Violence of Temper may prove fatal. 
Oreſt. 1 muſt be more than Man hy theſe Shot 
Theſe Outrages of Fate, with Temper ! 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione; a 
And will to-Morrow take her from my Hand 
_ - My Hand ſhall ſooner tear the Tyrant's Heart. 
Py. Your Paſſion blinds you, Sir:—He's not to bas 
Could you but ſook into the Soul of Pyrrhhus, | 
| Pains vo u'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 
n Oreſt. No, Pylades! Tis all Deſign. 
x To triumph over me, has chang'd his Love. 
The fair, the bright Hermione, before I came, 
In all her Bloom of Beauty, was neglected. 
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5 Believe me, Prince, 
was then ſhe loye maſt! Ha Pore fe be 
She would have 5 en e ; 
ake my Advice: Think 

but fly your ſelf 1 ee 


er Soul is linked to Py ere you 1 
de would reproach ou Hill, Bu — 
Jet diſappointed Nuptials. — | 


o — | She.puſt he mine! 
cannot t e 

did Pyrrbus carrry Nhunder in his Hang, 

d ſtand the Bolt, and challenge all his = 
re I reſigned Hermione.———By Force 

l ſnatch her hence, and exe het wo nn 


ave we forgot her Mother Helen 
Pyl Will then Oreſtes turn a Narr, 


blot his Embaſly ? | 
Oreft. ©, Pylades 33 
on me: a Twill ditrat me! 


My Grief weigh 1 
Y leʒye me to my {i REA - My W 
25 ong ali A 


wolye thee in my Woes. 
[00 lang hatt thier been.puniſh'd'for my 
i enough, my Friend It is — 

t not e Love betray ch „ 
Ide Gods haye ſet me as rheir Mark, to em 
Quivers on me. ——Leave'me'to my 
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| There Eaſtward lies the Sea; the rolling Waves 
Break on thoſe Palace-ſtairs. I know each Paſs, 


1 
— 
4 o 


I am adviſed : wy All Sapoads upon it. 


Eng to 3 for _ intended arriage. 


The Dres 15 b 


Mine be the erz mine the e 8 


All I requeſt of t is, to return, 


And in my Place convey. Aſftyanax | 
I Preobs has con engel) into Groves. 
o, Pylades — 85 
Pyl. Lead on, my Friend, lead on 
122 us bear off Hermione ! No Tom 
No Danger can deter a Friend en on 


Draw up the Greeks: Summon your numerous Train, 


The Ships are ready; and the Wind fits fair: 


Each Avenue and Out-let of the Court. 


| This very Night well carry her on Board. 


Oreſt. Thou art too good i treſpaſs on thy Frier 
But oh, excuſe a Wretch, whom no Man pities, 
Except thy ſelf; one juſt about to loſe 
The Treaſure of his Soul: Whom all Mankind 
Conſpire to hate; and one, who hates himſelf 
When will my Friendſhip be of uſe to thee? 


Pl. The Queſtion is unkind. ——But now remember þ 


. 
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To keep your Counſels cloſe, and hide your T | 


Let not Hermione ſulpet——No more 
I ſee her coming, Sir — 
Oreſt. Away, my Friend : 


SCENE II. 


| Oreſtes, Hermione, and Cleone. | 
Oreſt. Madam, your Orders are o d: I have ſeen 


' Pyrrhus, my Rival, and have R n for you, 


The King reſolves to wed you. 
Her. So lam toldʒ 


Ant Rether, Iam timed, NE Or, 


of 


9 
- 


Oref. And are yen, Madam, willing to.comply * 

2 Could 1 imagine Pyrrbus loved me ftill> 

After ſo long Delays, who would have thought 

His hidden Flames;would ſhew theraſclves at laſt, 

And kindle in his Bueaſt, when mine expired? 

] can ſuppole, with you, he frars the Greeks, . 

That it is Intereſt, and not Lobe, directs him; 

And, that my Eyes had greater Power.g'er you. 
Orefi. No, Princeſs, no! It is too plain he loves you: 

Your Eyes do what they wally and cannot fail — + . "of 

To gain a Conqueſt, where you with they ſhould.  _ | 
Her, What can I do, alas Faith is promiſed: ' 

Can I refuſe, what is not mine to give? 

A Princeſs is not at her Choice to los t:; WES» 

All we have left us is a blind Obedience: * 0: oh 

And yet; you ſec, how far 'L had. complyed, 2, | 

And made my — 111 to your Intreaties. 
Oreſt. Ah, cruel Maid! you knew but I have done. 

All bave 2 Right to pleaſe themſelves in Love: 

I blame you not: Tis true 1 1 Pr OT But you 

Are Miſtreſs of your Heart: I am content, 

Tis Fortune is mine Enemy; not you. © 

But, Madam, I ſhall ſpare your farther Pain 

On this uneaſie Theme; and take my leave. 
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Hermione and Cleone. oy 
Her. Clone, could'ft thou think he'd be ſo calm? 
Cle, Madam, this filent Grief fits heavy on him. 
28 His too eager Loe 
2s made him buſie to his own Deſtructio. 
Hlis Threats have wrought this Change of Mind in Pyrrbas. 
Her. Docſt thou think Pyrrbus capable of Fear? 
dom ſhould the intrepid Pyrrbus fear? The Greeks? 
Did he not lead their Cas Troops to Conqueſt. 

CIS. 2 2 78 e When 


* 


| _ Ck, [ have a Sen 4 you, wedge 


nu The Dire] Mbebrr. 
When diſpaired 5 When retired Mx Troy. 
And ſ eee + coo 7 4 1 
Did he not then lupply his Father's 1 
Nol my Cleaner; heiv abe Cunſtt nr: 9 
. He Acts und and Where de welt, he love 
Cle. Oh, that Ore tet fu i'd in G rere: 
I fear to. Mero will prove Fatal 6 him. 
Hier. Win thou dievurſe of not 
Pyrrbiut is mine um! - Is mine 
Oh my Cleont! I ati — Jay Iuaws 
_ Pyrrhus, tue Butd?! this Brave! The Gude e 
| — Oh, Leeuid eil thee toriibitiets Exploits, 
And tire thee with Nis Barti /aii Oh; 
Cle. Madam, conetal govt y. 1 — 
She weeps, and ches && pen her Serre ws to you, 
© Her, I would dumge the Gladne of my Heat! - 
| Let us retire: e de Bf beer RP 


E Hermione, Ciedne, and Cpt 


Aud. Ah, Madam woch, -whither do you flyt © 
Where can your Eyes behold a Sight morc pleaſing, 
Than Heffor's Widow ſupp and an Tears? 
come not an alarfned, x Nieden Boe 
To envy you the Heart . ＋ hare won: 
The only Man I ſdug ter to e: 
Kiled K+ my Sight; by an inhuman Hand. 
Hector fiſt taught me Love which m7 ford Heat } 
Shall ever cheriſh, til we moet in Death. | 


but Ar 


Py Sou rto 4 Mother's 
| etven forbith, that you D 
. A 1 Serrow for ad orffy Sen, 
| Her Joys her Bliſe her jaſt ſurviving Comfort / 
/ every Hour ſhe trembles for his Life 
| Your — er Pyrrbus, may relieve my Fears, 


ondacds: 
ever know 


Al 


tlas / what Danger is there in a Child, 8 

cd from the Wreck of a whole ruined Empite? 

et me go hide him, in ſome Deſart Ie: 

ou may rely upon my tender Care, 

Fs keep hin far from Perils of Ambition; 

Il, he can learn of me, will be to weep! —_ _ 
Her. Madam, tis caſie to conceive your Grief : 

ot, it would ill become me, to ſollicit 

n Contradiction to my Father's Will: 

is he, who urges to deſtroy your Son. 

adam, if Pyrrbus muſt be wrought to Pity, 

o Woman does it better, than your ſelf: 

f you gain him, I ſhall comply of Courſe. 


SCENE V. 
4nd. Dic ſt thou netmind, with what Diſdainſhe ſpoke / 
ſouth and Proſperity have made her vain : | 
he has not ſeen the fickle Turns of Life. 
Ciph. Madam, were I as you, Id take her Counſel; 
d ſpeak my own Diſtreſs : Qne'Look from ou a 
Will yanquiſh Pyrnbur, and confound the Greeks — — 
ce, Where he cores?! Lay hold on this Occaſion, 


ens 


Fyr. Where is che Princela?— Did you not inform me, 
lemione was here? - _ [To Phanix. 


Pry, What of 
4nd, 1 have no Hope left? | * 
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The Dune Mother. 


Phen. Let us be gone: Hermione ex ects 3a 
Ceph. What do you, Madam? Break this ſullen Sia 
Andr. My Child's already promiſed — 
Cepbh. Bur not given. 1 
Andr. No! no! ay Teirnireviia! HisDoon 180 
Pyr. See, if ſhe deigns to caſt one Look upon us! | 
Proud Woman! 
Andr. I provoke him by wy Preſence, 
Ler us retire. N 
Pyr. Come let us ſatisfie e 
The Greets; and give them up this 3 Boy, ; 
Andr. Ah, Sir, recall thoſe Words What bare rl 
If you give up my Son, Oh give up me! | 


| You, who ſo many Times have fworn me F riendltip;* 
Oh Heavens! 


will you not lock with Pity on 1 
Is there no Hope? Is there no Room for Pardon ? 


Dr. Phænix will anſwer you :>— My Word is pili 
Andr. You, who would brave ſo many Dangers forms 
Pyr. I was your Lover then: I now am free, / 

To fayour you, I might have ſpated his Life: 


But you would ne'er vouchſafe. ann it of me. 
Now tis too late. „ 


Andr. Ah, Sir, you anderſt a. 
My Tears, my Wiſhes, which Lourſt Not utter, 


Afraid of,a Repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe 


The Pride of Royal Blood, that checks my Soul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 


You know, alas! I. was not born to knecl, | 


'To ſue for Pity, and to own' a Maſter. | 1 


Pyr. No! in your Heart you curſe me ! you ad 
My generous Flame, and ſcorn to be obliged! | 1 
This very Son, this Darling of your Soul, * 
Would be leſs: dear, did I preſerve him for you. 
Your Anger, your 7 — fall on me; 
You hate me more than the whole Ledde of Gut] 


But, I ſhall leave you to your great Neſentments 
Let us 80. Phents, and Lad * Greeks, 


4 


The Di ereſt Mother. 37 1 
Andr, Then let me dye! And let me go to Hettor 6 
Ceph. But, Madam N = 
Andr. What can I do more ? The Tyra ant 15 
es my Diſtraction, and 82 Tabs ! [To Cephiſa] 
Behold how low you have reduced a Queen ! | 
heſe Eyes have ſeen my Country laid in Aſhes ;, 
y Kindred fall in War; my Father flainz , _ 
y ' Husband dragged in his own Blood; My Son. 
ondemned to Bondage z and my ſelf a \Glave. , 
et, in the midſt of theſe unheard-of Woes, 
was ſome Relief to find my ſelf your. Captive ; 
id that my Son, derived from ancient Kings, 
nce he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrbus for his Maſter, 
- Priam kneeled, the great. Achilles wept : 
hoped I ſhould not find his Son leſs noble: 
thought the Braye were fill the moſt compaſſionate. 
bj do not, Sir, divide me from my Child ! —— 
he muſt dye 
Tyr. ae withdraw a while. 


8 c K N E vu. 
Pyrchus and Andromache. 
Pyr, Riſe, Madam. Ye younay preſerve yourSon. I; 


kind, whenever l provoke your Tears, 
furniſh you with Arms againſt my ſelf. 
ought my Hatred fixt, before I ſaw you. 
„ turn your Eyes upon me, while I _ 

id ſee, if you e in my Looks 

N angry Judge, or an obdurate Foe. 

hy will you force me to deſert; your Cauſe ? 
your Son's Name I. beg we may be Friends: 
me intreat you to ſecure his Life! 


uſt I turn Suppliage for * ? | Thinks Oh think, 
„„ „ Cris 
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T Tis the ft time) you both may yet be happy J 
2 8 EE and. the Tin Ted; the Foes I arm: * . 
I wrong Hermonie, I fend her heneez; _ { 

EE - Confider well; for, tis of Moment to you 
+ "ay Chuſe to be wretched, Madam, or à Queen. = 
_— My Soul, conſamed with a whole Year's Deſpair, 


WW Can bear no longerthele perplening Doubts. Þ 
Wa Enough of Sigh, and Tony and Phra I tune apt | 
I know, if Lam Geprive$ofyon, Tile: 
But, ch, 1 che, if 1 wat longer fer ygul 
Il leave yon ce uur ! '- When 1-return, 
Wel tothe Temple: There youH nd your Son; 
And there be rrowefd, or give Wim wp For ever. 


' SCENE val ; 
cos. I told you, Madam, that, in ſpight of Gre, 
WE; - You would oer-rule the Mallee of your Fortune, 
Ar. Alas! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd! 


Only a poor, ſnart eſpe for my Gan. | 
Vp Ceph. You have h : your Faith to Haar: 


— 
— 


R 
e would hi you to 1. 
And. How|-—wodlMthougivemePyrybuc for: Hub 
Cepb. Think you"twill pleaſethe Ghoſtof jourdgdllh 
44 | That 2 ſhould ſacrifiee his Son? 'Contider, | 
r Pyrrhus once more ies e to a Throne; 
r Turns all his Power-agarrifttheFors ff Trey; 
Remembers het Abus hi Fathers 

\ | Andr. But howiean 1 
1 Forgermy Hclor, treated- Nb Dihendur; 
i  ..  Deprived of Funeral Rites; and vilely dragged, 


\ 


. 


Y 


lood Coarſe, about the Walls of Troy 4 OW 
« [ Proet the good old King his Father, 
in in my Preſence at the Altar flain ! 
hich vainly for Protection he embraced. 


hen a whole People fell! Methinks I fee 
hu, enraged and breathing Vengeance, enter 

nidſt the Glare of burning Palaces: - - * 
e him hew his Paſſage through my Brothers, 

id, bathed in Blood, lay all my Kindred waſte. 

ink, in this Sceng of Horroury what 1 ſuffer'd! \ 

is is the Courtſhip I receiv*d from Pyrrhus ; * 

d this the Husband thou would'ſt give me !—No; 

e both will periſh firſt ! Pl ne*er conſent. 

eh, Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall dye, 

ſte to the Temple: Bid your Son farewell. 

by do you tremble, Madam? 

. . Oh Cepbiſ j: 

zou haſt awakened all the Mother in me. 

dw can I bid Farewell to the dear Child, 

e Pledge, the Image of my much-loved Lord 

pls, I cal! to mind the fatal Day, 

ben his roo forward Courage led him forth 

d ſeek Achilles, | Fog yet: As 

pb, Oh, the unhappy Hour! 

as then Troy fell, and all her Gads forſook her. 

Andr. That Morn, C epluſa ) That ill-ated Morn ! 

Husband bid thee bring Aſtzanax; 

took him in his Arms; and, as I wept, 

Wife, my Dear Andromache, ſaid he, 

eavVing with ſtiſled Sighs to ſee me wWeep⸗ . 

bat Portune . attend my Arms, the Gods 

dne can tell: e e Dna 

lerve him as the Token of ou Loves: -:.:" 2 - 
Mould fall, let him not miſs his Sire © © 

bile thou turviveſt, but by thy tender Care 

| the Son ſee, that thou didſt ove his Father. 


© 


| thou forgot that dreadfal Night, Cephiſa, e 
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34 The Diſtreſt Mother. 
Cob. And will you throw away a Life fo precious? 
At once extirpate all the __ Lane ? 
Andr. Inhuman King | What has he done to ſuffer) 
If I negle& your Vows, is he to blame? 
0.118 Has he reproach'd you with his ſlaughter'd Kindred? 
ny Quan he reſent thoſe Ills he does not know? ____ 
1 1 But oh! While I deliberate he dies. 
me - No, no, thou muſt not dye, while I can fave thee; 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrbus Oh Ce 
Do thou go find him. | 
Ceph. What muft I fayto him? | 
Andr. Tell him T love my Son to ſuch Exceſs — * 
But doſt thou think he means the Child ſhall dye? 
Can Love rejeQed turn to ſo much Rage ? 
Ceph. Madam, he'll ſoon be here — Reſolve on ſomethy 
And. Well then, aſſure him L 
Ceph. Madam, of your Love? _ 
Andr. Alafs thou know'ꝰſt that is not in my Power. 
Oh my dead Lord! Oh Priam's Royal Houſe 
Oh my Aſtyanax ! at what a Price 
kev. Mother buys thee ? Let us go. 
| ep. But whither ? i 
And what does your unſettled Heart reſolve? 
Andr. Come my Cephiſa, let us go together, 
To the {ad Monument which I have rais'd 
To Hector Shade; where in their ſacred Urn 
The Aſhes of my Hero lye encloſed, 
The dear Remains which I have faved from Try; 
There let me weep, there ſummon to my Aid, 
With pious Rites, my Hectors awful Shade; 
= him be —— to ny ane my Fears, 
| y agonizing Heart, my flowing Tears: 
Oh | ey he riſe in Pi From, bis Tomb, | 
And fix his wretched Son's uncertain Doom. 


« 


The Diftres Mather. as 35 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 


eb, JD Left be the Tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
Theſe Thoughts: Or is it Flector's ſelf, 
hat prompts you to preſerve your 8on? Tis he, 
Who {till preſides o'er ruin'd Troy ; tis he, 
Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aſthanax. 3 
W nr, Pyrrhus has ſaid he will: And thou haſt heard him 
uſt now renew the oft repeated Promiſe. 
Ceph. Already in the Tranſports of his Heart, 
e gives you up his Kingdom, his Allies, 
Wind thinks himſelf o*erpaid for all in you, 
Aud, | chink I may rely upon his Fromiſe : 
And yet my Heart is overcharged with Grief. " oF 
Cob. Why ſhould you grieve? You ſee he bids Defiance 
To all the Greets: And to protect your Son | 
Igainſt their Rage, has _ his Guards about him; 
eaving himſelf defencelefs for his fake : 
But Madam, think the Coronation Pomps -. 
Will ſoon demand your Prefence in the Temple : _ 
I's Time you lay afide theſe Mourning Weeds. | 
Anar, | will be there; but firſt would ſee my Son. 
Cob. Madam, you need not now he anxious for him: 
He will be always with you, all your own, 
0laviſhthe whole Mother's Fondneſs on him. 
hat a Delight to train beneath your Eye 
So, who grows no longer up in Bondage; 
| Son in whom a Race of ings revives? 
put Madam, you are ſad, and wrapt in Thought, 
51! you reliſh'd not your Happ | 


ineſs. 
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36 Diſtreſt Mother. 
Andr. Oh J muſt ſee my Son once more, Cephi/z, 
Ceph. Madam, he now will be no more a Caprive , 

Your Viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe. 

To morrow you may paſs the live long day. 

Anar. To morrow ! Oh Cephiſa !=— But no moe 

Cephiſa, L have always found thee faithful: 

A Load of Care weighs down my drooping Heart. 
Ceph. Oh! that *rwere poſſible for me to caſe you. 
Anar. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy WN Faith! — 

Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 

Thou take no Notice of my preſent 'Trouble ; 

And, when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret Purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to perform my Will. 

Cepbh. Madam, I have no Will but yours. My Liſe 

Is nothing, ballanced with my Love to you. 

Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa : my Aſtyanax 

Will recompenſe thy Friendſhip to his Mother. 

But, come: my Heart's at Eaſe: Aſfiſt me now 

To change this ſable Habit. Yonder comes 

Hermione : I would not meet her Rage. | 
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SCENE H. 
Hermione, Cleone. 


Cle. This unexpected Silence, this Reſerve, 
This outward Calm, this ſettled Frame of Mind, 
After ſuch Wrongs and Inſults, much furprize me 
You, who before could not command your Rage, 
When Pyrrhus lobk'd ie 2a ug te Captive ; 

How can you bear unmoved, that he ſhould wed her, 
And feat her on a Throne which you ſhould fill ? 
I fear this dreadful Stillneſs in your Soul! 


*T were better, Madam _ , 
Herm. Have you'calld Orale, BS: 


4 


% 


0% Madam, I have. His Loveis too impatient, 
Not to obey with ſpeed the welcome Summans. 


« love-ſick Heart oer - looks his unkind Uſage : - 
- Ardour's {till the ſame.— Madam, he's here. 


SCENE. III. 
Oreſtes, Hermione, Cleone. 


Oreſt. Ah Madam, is it true? does then ** 
tlength attend you by your own Commands * 

hat can I do— | | 1026 208 
Herm. Oreſtes, do you-love me? | 
0:2}, What means that Queſtion, Princeſs ? do I love you? 
y Oaths, my Perjuries, my Hopes, my Fears, 
y Farewel, my Return, all ſpeak my Love. 
Herm, Avenge my Wrongs, and I believe them all: 
Oreſt. Tt ſhall be done my Soul has catch'd the Alarm. 
el ſpirit up the Greeks—— Tl lead them on: 998 
ur Cauic ſhal} animate dur Fleets and Armies. 3 
t us return: let us not loſe a Moment, | 
t urge the Fate of this devoted Land: 
tus depart, „ . 
fer, No Prince, let us ſtay here N | I: 
ll have Vengeance here——1 will not carry -ii 
bis load of Infamy to Greece: nor truſt 

e Chance of War to vindicate my Wrongs : 

W 1 depart In make Epirus mourn ;. LR 
jou avenge me, let it be this Inſtant;  - 
rage brooks no Delay —haſte to the Temple, 
ſte Prince, and ſacriſice him - + BI 
Preſs, Whom ? 4 15.0 Bi | 

j Wy 08 Hf ͤ 1h nana — 
ee. Eyrrogs ? did you ſa bus? 
em. You demurr y iT 3 N Earn wy 


J. 


y de gone! give me not time to think! 


Talk 


Loet me not hear him 1 | 
val. 


= I Diftre# Mother; 
Talk not of Laws he tramples on all Laws 


Oreſt. You cannot think I'll juſtify my 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal. 
You ſhall have Vengeance; I'll have Vengeance too 
But let our Hatred be profeſt and open; 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a War ; 
Let us attack him in his Strength, and hunt him down 
By Conqueſt : ſhonld I rurn a baſe Aſſaſſin, 
*T would ſully all the Kings I repreſent. 

Herm. Have not I been diſhonour'd ? ſet at nought ? 
Expos'd to publick Scorn——and will you ſuffer 
The Tyrant who dares uſe me thus, to live? 
Know Prince, I hate him more than once I loved him, 
'The Gods alone can tell how once I loved him : 
Yes, the falſe perjur*d'Man, I once did love him; 
And ſpight of all his Crimes and broken Vows, 
It he mould live I may relapſe — who knows 
But I to- Morrow may forgive his Wrongs 

Oreſt. Firſt let me tear him piecemeal——he {all dye, 
But Madam, give me leiſure to contrive 
The Place, the Time, the Manner of his Death 
Yet I'm a Stranger in the Court of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I ſet my Foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the Prince. 
It ſhall be done this very Night. | 

Herm, But now, "436M 
This very Hour he weds Andromache ; 
The Temple ſhines with pomp; the golden Throne 
Is now prepared; the joyful Rites begin; 
My Shame is publick—— oh be ſpeedy Prince 
My wrath's Impatient=——Pyrrba« lives too long 
Intent on Love and heedleſs of his Perſon, 
He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 
Now is the Time; aſſemble all your Greet, 
Mine ſhall affiſt them; let their Fury loolc : 
Already they regard him as a Foe. - - 


The Diſtreſt Mother. 
je gone Oreſte ill the faithleſs Tyrant! 
y Love {hall recompence the glorious Deed. 
Oreft. Conſider, Madam- | | 
Herm. You but mock my Rage 
Vas contriving how to make you happy. þ 
ink you to merit by your idle Sighs; 
ad not atteſt your Love by one brave Action? 
ol with your boaſted Conſtancy ! and leave 
WW: 110e to execute her own Revenge 
bluſb to think how my too eaſie Faith 
is twice been baffled in one ſhameful Hour! 
Oreſt. Hear me but ſpeak you know Pl! dye to ſerve 
1 JE 
Hom Pil go my ſelf: PII ſtab him at the Altar: 
bea drive the Poignard, reeking with his Blood, 
hrough my own Heart. In Death we ſhall unite : 
Better lo dye with him, than live with you! 
Oref/, That were to make him bleſt; and me more 
wretched : . | 
Madam, he dyes by me Have you a Foe, 
And ſhall I let him live? My Rival too? 
Ere yon Meridian Son declines, he dyes : 
And you ſhall ſay, that I deſerve your Love. h 
Herm. Co Prince; ſtrike home! And leave the reſt to me. 
Let all your Ships ſtand ready for our Flight. 


Hermione, Cleone. 


Cle, Madam, you'll periſh in this bold Attempt. 


Herm. Give me my Vengeance, I am content to-periſh. 
I was to blame to truſt it with another: 


In my own Hands it had been more ſecure. 

Oreftes hates not Pyrehus, as I hate him: | 

=—_ have heed the Dagger home ; have ſeen 
ant Curie me with his parting Breath, | 

And ll about his dying Eyes — a To 


=. 


— The Difireft Mother. 
15 . To find Andromache, whom I would hide. ah 
_ - Oh, would Oreftes, when he gives the Blow, þ 

a Tell him he dyes my Victim! — haſte Clone 
Charge him to ſay, Hermione's Reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenced him to Death. 
Haſte my Cleone! My Revenge is loſt, 

If Pyrrhus knows not that he dyes by me! 

Cle. I fhall obey your Orders, Madam But I ſce 

The King Who could expect him here 


Herm. Oh fly | Cleone, fly! and bid Oreſtes 
Not to proceed a Step before I fee him. 


* * 4 * i iT 4 " þ 
Hermione, - Pyrrhus, 
Roa. F H SQ) 


Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun awinjur'd Princeſs: 
Your diſtant Looks reproach me; and I come 5 
Not to defend, but to avow my Guilt. 

Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own Injuſtice; 

Nor form Excuſes, while his Heart condemns him. 
I might perhaps alledge our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engaged us to each other; 

And joyn'd our Hearts by Contract, not by Love. 

But I deteſt ſuch Cobweb Arts: I own 
My Father's Treaty; and allow it's Force. 

I fent Ambaſſadours to call you hither ; 

Receiv'd you as my Queen; and hoped my Oaths, 
So oft renew'd, might ripen into Love. 

'The Gods can witneſs, Madam, how I fought 
Againſt Andromache's too fatal Charms! 
AndftillT wiſh IT had the Power to leave 

This Trojan Beauty, and be juſt to you. 
Diſcharge your Anger on this perjur'd Man | 

For I abhor my Crime! and ſhould be pleas d 
To hear you ſpeak your Wrongs aloud : No Terms, X 
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The Diftreff Mother. 41 
itterneſs of Wr ath, nor Keen Reproach, * x1 f 

*. Half the Upbraidings obmy Heart. 

Ferm. 1 find, Sir, you can be ſigcere.: You ſcorn 

0 a& your Crimes with Fear ke other Men. 

Hero ſhould be bold; above all Laws 1 . 

bravely falſe ; and laugh at ſolemn Ties. 

obe perfidious ſhewsa darin Mind 3 

rd you have nobly — hed o'er a Maid! 

o court me; to reject me; to return; 

When to forſake me for a Phrgian Slave: 

o lay proud Troy in Aſhes; then to raiſe 

he Son of Hector, and remounce the Grerts : 

re Actions worthy the great Soul of Hrrhum. 

P. Madam, go on: give your Reſentments Birth; 

d pour forth all your Indignation on me. 

Herm. l would pleaſe your Queen, ſhould I upbraid your 
falchood ;—o ! 50 animated 095067! 

i you-perficious, Traitor; all che Names x 

bat injured Virgins laviſ on your Se zn 

hould o'erflow with Tears, and dye with Grief, 

ad furniſh out a Tale to ſooth her Pride: 

t, Sir, I would not over- charge her Joys. 

you would charm Audromache, recount 3 

ur bloody Battles, your Exploits, your Slaughters, 

ur great Atcheivememts in her Father's Palace: 

needs muſt love the Man, who fought ſo bravely, 

din her Sight ſlew Half her Royal Kindred: | . -- | 

„. Wich Horrour I look back on my paſt Deeds! 

uniſh'd 2e/ex's Wrongs too far; I ſhed; -_ n 

o much of Blood: But, Madam, Helen 5 Daughter 

duld not objedt thoſe Ils the. Mother cauſed. - 

wever, 1 am pleaſed to find you hate mee 

[a5 too forward to accuſe my ſelf: | 

e Man who nc*er was loved, can neꝰer be falſe. 

dience to a Farher brought you hither; 

tod bound by Promiſe io receive vou: 

our Delires were different Ways inclined; 

| | 2 | 


And 
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PRE The Diftreft Mother. 
And you, I own, were not obliged to love me. | 

Herm. Have I not loved yu then! perfidious Man! 

For you I ſlighited all the Greciaw Princes; | 
Forſook my Father's Houſe; \conceaPd my W rongs, 

When moſt provoked ; would not return to Sparta: 

In hopes, that Time might fix your wavering Heart, 

I loved you, when inconſtant: and even now, 4 

Inhumane King, that you pronounce my Deatuj, 

My Heart ſtill doubts, if I ſhould love, or hate n. 

But, Oh, ſince you reſolve to wed another, - ff 

Defer your cruel purpoſe till to Morrow 

That — not be here to grace her Triumph: 

This is the laſt Requeſt, I &er ſhall make you. 

See, if the barbarous Prince vouchſafes an Anſwer! 

Go, then, to the loved Phrygian ; hence be gone! 

And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mine : 

Go in Defiance to the avenging Gods N 
Be gone! The Prieſt N you at the Alta — 

But Tyrant, have a Care I come not thither. 


NG Pyrrhus, Phoenix. 


Phen, Sir, did you mind her Threats your Lich 
„ Wy 

There is no trifling'with a Woman's Rage. | 

The Greeks, that ſwarm about the Court, all hate you; 

Will treat you as their Country's Enemy, 

And joyn in her Revenge: Beſides, Oreſtes 

Still Loves her to Diſtraction: Sir, I beg } 
Pyr. How! Phanix':—— ſhould 1 fear a Wot 

Irn | 

A nobler Paſſion takes up all my Thought: 

I mult prepare to meet Andromache. 

Do thou place all my Guards about her Son: 1 

If he be ſafe, Fyrrhus is free from Fear. ori 

8 | | 0 


The Diſtreſt Mother. ..-f 
'$SCENE Mit... 
Phenix, alone. | 


Oh Pyrrþe: ! Oh, what Pity tis, the Gods, ö 
vo fipd thy Soul with every Kingly W .: 
ormed thee for Empire and conſummate Greatneſs, - 
Would leave thee ſo expoſed to wild Deſites 
hat hurry thee beyond the Bounds of Reaſon! 
ch was Achilles: Generqus, fierce, and brave; , 
pen, and undeſigning : But impatient, - 
Indiſciplin'd, and not to be controuPd. = 
ear this Whirl of Paſſion, this Career, 
hat over-bears Reflection and cool Thought. 
remble for the Event — Bur ſee, the Queen, 
apnificent in royal Pride, appears. | 
nuſt obey, and guard her Son from Danger. 


SCENE VII. 
Andromache, Cephiſa. 


eh. Madam, once more you look and move a Queen! PEGS: 
ur Sorrows are diſperſed ;' your Charms revive, - | 
d every faded Beauty blooms anew. | 

Indr, Yet all is not as I could wiſh Cephiſa. 

eh, You ſee the King is watchful oer your Son; 

ks him with princely Robes, with Guards ſurrounds him 
anax begins to reign already. | 

nar, Pyrrhus is nobly minded ; and I fain 

uld live io thank him for Aſtyanax: 

$2 vain Thought. However, ſince my Child 

uch a Friend, 1 ought not to repine. 


T | 8 Ceph. Thefe 
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The /Diftreft Mather. 
| Ceph. Theſe dark Unſoldings of your Soul perplex me: 
What meant thoſe Hoods of Tears, choſe warm Embracy, 
As if you bid your Son Adieu for ever? © 

For Heaven's Sake, Madam, let me know your Grief! 

H you diſtruſt my Fanhe—— 

Andr. That were to wrong thee. 

Oh, re This gay barrowed Air, 

This Blaze o els, and this bridal Dreſs, 

Are but mock-Frappings to conceal my Woe : 

My Heart ſtill mourns; I ſtill am Hlector's Widow, | 
Ceph. Will you then break the. Promiſe given to Pyrly, 

Blow up his Rage aſteſh, and blaſt your Hopes | 
Andr. I thought, Cephiſa, thou had'ſt known ily Mifreg! 

Could'ſt thou believe I would be falſe to Hector 

Fall off from ſuch a Husband! Break his Reſt, 

And call him to this hated Light again, 

To ſee Andromache in Pyrrhus Arms! 
Would Hector, were he living and I dead, 

Forget Andromache, and wed her Foe? 

. Ceph, I cannot gueſs what Drift your Thouglits purſ: 
But, oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadſul in it 
Mult then Aſtyanaæ be doomed to dye; 

And you to linger out a Life in Bondage ? | 

Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephiſa, will I bear: 

My Word is paſt to Pyrrhus, his to me; 

And - Irely upon his promis'd Faith. 
| 9 as he is, I know him well: 
Pyrrhus is violent; but he is ſincere, f 

And will perform beyond what he has ſworn: 

The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their Rage 
Will make him cheriſh Hector's Son. | 

Ceph. Ah, Madam 7 85 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boading Heart | 
Andr. Thou may'ſt remember, for thou oft haſt heard# 

Relate the dreadful Vifion, which I ſaw, 
When firſt I landed Captive in Epirus. 
That very Night, as ina Dream I lay, 
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cohaſtly Figure, full of gaping Wounds, -/ i, 
1 Fj glare hi Hair al Gif with Bloods | | 
pull in my Sight thrice ſhook his Head, and groaned. 
boo diſcern'd my flayghter'd HedFor's Shade; © © 
wut, oh, how changed | Ye Gods, how much unlike 
The living Tell. —.—.—.Loud he bid me f?? 

ly from Achilles Son! Then ſternly frown' d, —Y F 
and diſappear'd : Struck with the dreadful Sound, 
ſtarted and awaked. P2151 2 0D | 

Ceph, But did 2 bid you 
Deſtroy Aſpanax'? rtr © 
404. 27 In preferve him; 
ith my own Life, pale, FI preſerve him, 
Ceph, What may theſe Words, fo full of Horrour, mean? 
Andr. Know then the ſecret Purpoſe of my Soul: 
{adromache will not be falſe to Pyrrbae ; | wes 
or violate her ſacred Love to Hector. 
his Hour L' meet the King; the holy Prieſt 
hall joyn us, and confirm our mutual Vows. 
his will ſecure a Father to my Child. ; | 
hat done, I have no farther We for Life : „ ; 
his pointed Dagger, this determin'd Hand, | 
all fave my Virtue, and conclude my Woes. 5 
Ceph, Ah, Madam! Recollect your ſeatter'd Reaſon! 
his fell Diſpair ill ſuits your preſent Fortunes. & q 
Andr. No other Stratagem can ſerve my Purpoſe: - 1 
his 1s the ſole Expedient, to be juſt | 5. 
0 Hector, to Aſhanax, to Pyrrbus.. © {ne fuk 9 
ſoon (hall viſit Hector, and the Shades 3 

My great AnceſtorsCephiſa, thou 
lt lend a Hand to cloſe thy Miſtreſs Eyes. 
C0. Oh, never think, that I will ſtay behind vou 
Andr. No, my Cephiſa, I muſt have thee live. - 
emember thou did'ſt promiſe to obey, . © 

to be ſecret: Wilt thou now betray me? 
ter thy long, thy faithful Service, wiltthou _ 
uſe my laſt Commands, my dying Win? 


Once. 


as 


Once more, I do conjurethiee live for me 
* Life is not worth my Care when 
Andr. I muſt commit intò thy faithful 

All that is dear 3 to my Soul: 

Live, and ſupply ee Abſence to my Child. 

All that — da future Progeny 
Of Heroes; and atem Line of Kings, 
In him, is all intruſted to thy Care. 
Cepb. But, Madam, what will be theRage of Pyrrbus, 

Defrauded of his promis'd Happineſs ? - 

Andr. That will require thy utmoſt Skill : Obſerve 

The firſt impetuous Onſets of his Grief: 

Uſe every Artifice'to keep him ſtedfaſt. 

Sometimes with Tears thou may'ſt diſcourſe of me: 

Speak of our Marriage: Let him think loved him. 
ell him my Soul repos d it ſelf on him, 

| When I refign'd my Son to his Protection. 

- Ceph. Oh, fora Spirit to ſupport my Grief! 

Ts there ought more, before you go for ever? 
Andr. Oh my Cephiſa ! mi; ſwollen Heart is full: 

I have a houlind arewels ty Son 


TW: ve Difre "Mither. 


— a 


But Tears break in——Grief interrupts my Speech- 


My Soul o'erflows in Fondneſs Let him know, 
I dy'd to fave him: And would dye again. 
Seaſon his Mind with early Hints of Glory : 

Make him acquainted with his Anceſtors ; 

Trace out their ſhining Story in his Thoughts: 
Dwell on the Exploits of his — Father; 

And ſometimes let him hear his Mother's Name. 
Let him reflect upon his Royal Birth - 

With modeſt Pride: Pyrrbus will prove a Friend; 
But let him know, he has a Conquerour's Right. 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his Reſentments, 

And ſacrifice his Vengeanee to hrs Safety : 

Should he prove ſtrong, raſh, or HP viſech 
He then will fruſtrate all bis Mother's Virtue; 
Provoke his Fate; and I ſhall dye in vain. 


Cepb, uk 


— 5 
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The Diftiref Mother. a 2 
Ceph, Alaſs, I fear, I never ſhall out. live you 8 | 
Andr., No more :— Thy Tears, Cephiſa, will betray me; 

(ſame a chearful Look: But ſtill remember [ Floariſh 

lark, bow the Trumpet, wieh its ſprightly Notes, (within, 

roclaims the appointed Hour, and calls us hence 

or, I come, once more a Queen, to join thee ! 1 
hus the gay Victim, with freſh Garlands crown'd, Wh + > 


— , 


leaſed with the ſacred Fife*s-enlivenirig Sound, 7 
* Fate Crowds, in ſolemn State, proceeds; | 
d, dreſt in fatal Pomp, magnificently bleeds. | 
3 dene f þ ' 1 * 75 i : 1 
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My Soul is on the Rack !— I cannot bear it !_. 
Why do I wander like ſome guilty Ghoſt ? 


The Court of Pyrrhas has no Room for me 
Hard-hearted Man! How unconcern d he leſt me 
Once ſhed a Tear? or ſpeak one 


To calm my Griefs, and miffpa 


: Shall he then live; ſhall the baſe Traytor live 


*Can I decree the Death of 
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What brought me to this Place? what keeps me nr: 
Do I ſtill doubt if I ſhould love or hate him ? 


Did he once ſigh? 'beſtow one pitying Look ? 

22 ft kind Word? 
Bid he fo much=3 feign one Moment's Sorrow, 
te his Falſhood? 
Why am! ſtill thus anxious for his Life? 
Why do l ſtart at his impending Fate? 


To laugh at m Diſtreſs? No, let him periſh! 

. ick, Oreſtes— Execute my Orders 
Alafs! my Orters?, Oh, psd Su: 
im I love? 

Was it for this my Soul delighted in him? 
Was it .for this I left my Father's Court ? 
Have then croſs'd ſo many Realms and Scas, 
To murder Pyrrhas o_m 
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Hermione, Cleone. 5 


H:rm. Oh, Cleone, help men | 
What have T done? Is Fyrrhus yet alive? ; 
What ſay'ſt thou? —— Anſwer me! Where is the King 

Cle. Madam, I ſaw the-cruel Prince ſet forward, _ 
Triumphant in his Looks, and full of Joy. 

Stil, as he walled, his raviſh'd Eyes were fixt 

On the fair Captive; while through ſhouting Crow ds 

She paſs'd along with a dejected Air, . 
And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. _ 

Her, Taſulting Tyrant! J ſhall burſt with Rage — 

But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him wells??? 
Was his Brow ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some Shade of Grief? ſome little Cloud of Sorrow? 

Did he not ſtopꝰ did he not once look back? oe 

Didſt thou approackrhim-? Was he not confounded? 

Did he not — Oh, be quick! and tell me all! | 
Cle. Madam, the Tumult of his Joy admits 

No Thought, but Love. Unguarded he marched on 

Midſt a promiſcuous Throng of Friends and Foes. 

His Cares all turn upon Aſtyanax, Foal,” 

Whom he has lodged within the Cittadel, 

Detended by the Strength of all his Guards. 
Her. Enough !—he dyes !—theTraytor !--where*sOr:ftes ?. 
Cle. He is in the Temple, with his whole Retinue. 

Herm. Is he (till reſolute? is he determin'd ? 
Cle. Madam, I ear .* | 
Herm. How :— Is Oreſtes falſe ? 

Does he betray me too! 

(ie. A thouſand Doubts Seat Ry VOM 
Perplex his Soul, and yaund him with Remorſe : 
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60 The Diſtreſt Mother. 

His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 

He told me Pyrrhas ſhould not fall ignobly 

Pyrrhus the warlike Son of great Achilles. 

He dreads the Cenſure of the Grecian States; 

Of all Mankind: And fears to ſtain his Honour. 
Herm. Poor, timorous Wretch ! tis falſe | he baſely fu 

To cope with Dangers, and encounter Death !—— 

"Tis that he fears! —AmT bright Helen's Daughter? 

To vindicate her Wrongs all Greece conſpired ; | 

For Her Confederate Nations fought, and Kings were (li, 

Troy was o'er-thrown, and a whole Empire fell. 

My Eyes want Force to raiſe a Lover's Arm 

Againſt a Tyrant, that has dared to wrong me; 

Cle. Madam, like Helen, truſt your Cauſe to Greere, 
Herm. No! Tl avenge my ſelf: Pl! to the Temple; 

I' over-turn the Altar; ftab the Prieſt! 

I' hurl Deſtruction like a Whirlwind round me 

They muſt not wed ! they muſt not live! they ſha!) nct! 

Ler me be gone! I have no Time to loſe ! 

Stand off with-hold me not! I am all Diſtraction 

Oh Pyrrha Tyrant! Traitor ' Thou ſhalt bleed 
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| Hermione, Cleone, Oreſtes. 
| 


; . Oreft, Madam, tis done: Your Orders are obeyed ; 
{| The Tyrant lies * the Altar. 2 
5 Herm. Is Pyrrbus ſlain 
O reſt. Even now he gaſps in Death = 
0 Dur Geeks, all undiſtinguiſh'd in the Crowd, 
Flock d to the Temple, and diſpers'd themſelves 
On every ſide the Altar: I was there: 
Pyrrhus obſerved me, with a haughty Bye; 
And, proud to triumph over Greeee in me, 
From his own Brows he took the Diadem, 


The Diſtreſi Mother. 51 

ad bound it on the Temples of his Captiv e-. 

eceive, Fa. he, my Crown ; receive my Faith; | 

line and my People's Sovereign reign for ever. Z 
om this bleſt Hour, a Father to your Son, 

| ſcourge bis Foes : Hence-forward be he {tiled 

he Trojan King, I fwear it at the Altar; 

nd cal the Gods to ratify my Vows. + 

lis Subjects with loud Acclamations ſhook : 

he r ones: Our Greeks, enraged, cry'd out 

evenge Revenge! broke through t thronging Preſs; 

nd raſh'd tumu — the unguarded King. | 
heir eager Fury left: no Work for me. 

has 2 while oppoſed their claſhing Swords, 7 
Ind dealt his fatal Blows on every fide, 

ich Manly Fierceneſs; till oppreſt by Numbers, 

eaming with Blood, all over gaſhed with Wounds, 

e reel d, he groaned, and at the Altar fell. 

Haſte, Madam; let us ſiy! haſte to our Ships 

hey ſtand unmoored: Our Friends attend us it 

Herm. What have they done: 

Oreſt. Madam, forgive their Rage. 

dn your Vengeance had been — 

ad Fyrrhus fallen by me; and had he known, 

lermione chaſtiſed him by my Arm. 

Herm. Peace, Monſter, Peace Go tell thy horrid Tale 

0 Savages, and howl it out in Deſarts. | 

Foul@{t thou impute to me thy barbarous Guilt ? 

e would'ſt chou make the. Accomplice of thy Crimes? 

ence, to thy Greeks! and boaſt thy foul Exploits 

y Soul abhors them! I diſclaim-the Deed ! 

gone! I know thee not! Thou fell Barbarian ! 

bat had he done? What could provoke thy Madneſs 

o aſſaſſinate ſo great, ſo brave a Kan Fi 

ho ſet thee on? 

Oreſt. Grant me Patience, Heaven b 

ch your own Lips did you not curſe 3 

onounce his Death, ad W 7 me to deſtroy. han? 


Herm. What 
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32 The Diſtreſt Mother. 


Why did you take me at my Word ? You ſaw 
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Again return, and ſtill find new Delays. 


But chiefly I renounce Thee! Monſter, Thee 


Why ſhould her Anger thunder. againſt me? 


I am, indeed, a moſt outragious Monſter ! 
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Herm. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs Paſſion, 
J could not beat to ſee him wed another: 
Were you to obey a jealous Woman's Phrenzy ? 

You ſhould have dived into my inmoſt Thoughts: 
My Heart, though full of Rage, was free from Malice; 
And all my Anger was Excefs of Love. 


The Struggles of my Soul; you heard me rave. 
You ſhould have queſtion'd me a Thouſand Times; 
Yer ſtill have doubted, and ſtill queſtion d on, 
Before you ventured on a Lite fo precious. 
Oreſt. Hear me but ſpeak: Heaven knows, againſt my Wil. 
Herm. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A Second time? And, undetermin'd ſtill, 


What had your raſh, officious Greeks, dire -Blood-Hounds, 
To do with my Revenge? What drew you hither, 
To bring on me the vengeſul Woes rhat haunt you? 
Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted Love ? 

Your fatal Embaſly, your hatefuF Preſence, 

Drove Pyrrhus to my Rival; and deſtroys 

Both him and me. He might have loved me ſtill, 
Had you ne'er interpoſed. ——- Avant! Be gone 
And leave me in Epirus. I renounce '- i 
My Friends, my Country, Greece, and all Mankind: | 


SCENE IV. 


Oreſtes. 


Am Iawake! where am I! ſoft, my Soul: | 
Be not too raſh—— Was that Hermine? 


Was not this Blood - ſhed all by her Command 
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The Diſtreti Mother. 
Ruffan, Murderer, a baſe Aſſaſſin ' 
4 all to pleaſe a falſe ungratetul Woman. 
"ceforward let the Laws of Nations ceale ; 

id let the Pale, that ſevers Right and Wrong; 
ings Sacred and Prophane, be broken down : 
Ms in their Temples, Kings upon their Throne, 
e not in ſafety, while Oreſtes lives. 

„ never more ſhall my torn Mind be healed, 

or taſte the gentle Comforts of Repole ! 

dreadfol Band of gloomy Cares ſurround me, 

dd lay ſtrong Siege to my diſtracted Soul, 
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Oreſtes, Pylades, attended by Greeks. 


romache Reigns Queen: She gives the Alarm, 
d vows Revenge upon the Foes of Pyrrhus. 
People arm and muſter in the Streets: 

r Greeks will not be able long to guard | 

e Palace Gates, and to ſecure our Flight. - | 

e muſt be ſpeedy,” Sir. | | 


Oreft, You may depart, . 
Friends: Hermione and I remain. 
r Cruelty. has quite undone me !\ Go, 


d leave me to my ſelf.— T' find her out. 

ti, Alaſs, unhappy Princeſs —She is no more 
rget her, Sir, and fave your ſelf with us. 

Oreff, Fermion na more O all ye Powers : 

Pi, Full of Diſorder, Wildneſs in her Looks, 
th Hands expanded, and diſhevelled Hair, 


eithleſs and pale, with Shrieks ſhe ſaught the Temple. 


the mid-way ſhe met the Corpſe of Pyrrhus.-: 
e [tartledar the Sight: Then, Riff with Horrour,. 
ized frightful ! Wakened from the dire Amaze, 
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Pl. Haſte, Prince; let us be gone : *Tis Death w ſtay.. 


She. 
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- ll The Diftreft Mother. 
She raiſed her Eyes to Heaven with ſuch a Look, 
As ſpoke her Sorrows, and reproach'd the Gods: 
Then plunged a Poignard deep within her Brea, 
And fell on Pyrrhas, graſping him in Death. 

Oreſt. I thank you, Gods iI never could expet} 
To be ſoWretched !i—You have been induſtrious 
To finiſh your Decrees ; to make Qreftes 
A dreadful Inftance of your Power to Puniſh. 

I am ſingled out to bear the Wrath of Heaven. 

yl. You hazzard your Retreat by theſe Delays, 

The Guards will foon beſet us. Your Complaints 
Are vain, and may be Fatal. 

Oreſt. True, my Friend: 

And therefore *twas I thank'd the bounteous Gods, 
My Fate's accompliſh'd 1—T ſhall dye Content. 
Oh bear me hence Blow, Winds 
Pyl. Let us be gone. | ; | 
_ The murdered Lovers wait me. Hack f 
call! . T 
Nay, if your Blood {till reeks, I'll mingle mine. 
One Tomb. will hold us all. | 
Pyl. Alaſs! I fear | | 
His Ravings will return with his Misfortunes. 
m Lam dizzy *—Clouds' ---Quite loft in utter 
- *neis!- | j 
Guide me, ſome friendly Pilot, through the Storm. 
I ſhiver Ob, I freere 50: Light returns: 
ITis the grey Dawn. — See, Pylades] Behold— 
I am encompaſt with a Sea of Blood 
The crimſon Billows!!—Oh! Brain's on Fire 
Pyl. How is it, Sir? — Repoſe your ſelf on me. 
Oreſt. Pyrrhus, ſtand off. What would'ſt thou? 
How he glares! Ws? | 
What wag gh Hand has cloſed thy Wounds f. 
thee. 
It is Hermione that ſtrikes ——Confufion! 
She catches Pyrrbus in her Arms. — Oh, fave me! 


The Diftreff Mather. 5g 


ble ſhe looks She knits her Brow ! | 
as me Dead: She frights me into Madneſs ! 
am? Who are you? Put 
Alaſs, poor Prince! 2 . 
ſupport him. How he pants for Breath ! 
This is moſt kind, my Pytades,———Oh, why, 
as born to give thee endleſs Trouble? 
All will go well: He ſettles into Reaſon. 
Who talks of Reaſon ? — Better to have none, 
t enough,——Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
ot have them touch the King. Now !— Now! 
gain! See there Look where they come 
of Furies !- How they ſwarm about me 
Wrour!——Hide me Oh their ſnaky Locks 
ow they hiſs See! See their flaming Brands 
y let drive full at me How * p 
ke their iron Whips '—— My Ears! What yelling ! - 
ermione! She ſets them on 
ot your Scorpions thus into my Boſom! | 
lam ſtung to Death Diſpatch me ſoon! 
Take my Heart, Hermione !=— Tear it out 
me. Kill me Oh, my tortured 8oul 
ind Heaven reſtore him to his wonted Calm 
I ſeen him Rave: But never thus: | 
nt ——Afſiſt me Friends, to bear him off. 
£15 ſhort: ſhould his ſtrong Rage return, 
de beyond our Power to force him hence. A 
y Friends l hear the Portal open. 


SCENE VL 


Phoenix, attended by Guards, 


Man! Oreſtes is not here 2 

ant Villains! — The baſe, giddy Rabble, 

nds ſhould all have have been employed _ 
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_ Give preſent Orders ſothe Funeral Pomp C18 
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55 be Diflreſt Mother, - 
To waſte the Fleet, flocked round the dying Prince: 
And; while they ſtand agaze, the Greets embark, 
Oh, cis too plain *'——This Sacrilegious Murder 
Was authoriſed —— The Ambaſſadbur's Eſcape 
Declares his Gullt. Moſt bloody Embaſſy! 
Moſt unexampledtDeed *—>—Whete, where, ye Gag 
Is Majeſty ſecure, if in your Temples 
- You give it no Protection See; the Queen, 


% SE N E Vn. 


Phcenix, Andromache, Cephiſa, with 4ttenlui 


Andr. Yes, ye inhumane Greeks ! The Tine willdh 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody Decds ! 
How ſhould the Trojans hope for Mercy from you, 
WMW hen thus you turn your impious Rage on Pyrrhs; 
Pyrrhus the braveſt Man in all your League; 
The Man, whoſe ſingle Valour made you Triumph, -- 
Is my Child there — 
Ceph. It is the Corpſe of Pyrrhus. | 
The weeping Souldiers bear him on their Shields. 
Asdr. IIl-fated Prince! Too negligent of Lie! 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Greeks ! = 
Cut off in the freſh ripening Prime of Manhood, 
Even in the Pride of Life ; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Glories in full Bloſſom round thee ' 
The very Trojans would bewail thy Fate. 
- Ceph. Alas, then will your Sorrows never End 
Andr. Oh, never! never While T live, my Id 
Will never ceaſe; for I was Born to Grieve ; 


Let him be robed in all his Regal State; 
Place round him every ſhining mark of Honour; 
And let the Pile, that Conſecrates his Aſhes, 
Riſe like his Fame, and blaze above the . 
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The Diſtreſt Mother. 
SCENE Vil. 


Andromache, Cephiſa, with Attendants. 


Cezh. That Sound proclaims. the Arrival of the Prince: 

he Guards conduct him from the Cittadel. 3 

Andr, With open Arms Pll meet him !— Oh, Cephi/z ! 

ſpringing Joy, mixt with ſoft Concern, | 

Pleaſure, which no Language can Expreſs, 

n Extaſie, that Mothers only feel, 

lays round my Heart, and brightens up'my Sorrow, 

ke Gleams of Sun-ſhine in a louring Skie. 

Though plunged in Ills, and exerciſed in Care, 

et never let the noble Mind deſpair, 

hen preſt by Dangers, ani bebe with Foes, 

he Gods their timely Succour int b I 

nd when our Vertue ſinks, o'erwhelm'd with Grief, 
vntoreicen Expedients bring Releif | 


* 


Þ Ed at 


. And hear your Servants figh whole Tears in vain ; 
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Writ ten of Mr. — 5 of the lan 
Temple. 


Spoken by Mrs. bab 


Hope youll own that with 3 Art 
Pre pla d my Game, and topp'd the Widow; Part; 
My Spouſe, poor Man ! could not live out the Play, 
But dy'd commodiouſly on Wedding-Day, 
While I his Relif® made at one bold Fling | 
My ſelf a Princeſs, and young Sty « Ning. 
Tou Ladies who protract 4 Lovers Pain, 


Which of you all would not on Marriage venture, * 
- Might ſbe ſo ſaon upon her Jointure enter? 
Twas a ſtrange Scape! had Pyrrhus liv'd till nom 
| Thad been finely hamper d in my Vom. 
To dye by ones own Hand, and fly the Charms 
Of Love and Life in « young Monarchs Arms 3 
*T were an hard Fate. — er I had undergone it 
T might have took one Night —— to think upon it. 
But why you'll ſay was all this Grief expreſt 
For a firſt Husband, laid long ſince at Reſt ? 
Thy ſo much Coldneſs to my kind Protettor ? 
— Ladies ! had you known the good Man Hector 


Home 


mer if tel you (or Pme miſinforn#d) £ I 2 
when enrag'd the Grecian Camp he Sto md, | 
break the ten. fold Barriers of the Gate 
threw « Stone of ſach prodigiour Weight 15 
9 two Men could lift ; not even of thoſe | - 
in that Age of thund ring Mort als roſe : £ 
It would have ſprain'd a Dozen modern Beans. 
length home er I laid my Weeds . 
ant the Widow in the well dreſpd Bride, 
it Heil remains to grace the Ply, 
leſs with Foy my Coronation Day : 
then, ye Circles of the Brave and Fair, | 
atherls/: and Widow to your Care. 8 
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